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KING  LEAR. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE,  ^he  King's  Palace. 

Enter  Kent,  Glo’fter,  and  Edmund  the  Bajlard. 


K E N Ti 


I Thought,  the  King  had  more  affected  the  Duke  of 
Albany  than  Cornwall, 

GIo,  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us : but  now  in  the 
diviifs'!?.  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not,  which  of  the 
Dukes  he  values  moll; ; for  qualities  are  fo  weighed, 
that  curiofity  in  neither  can  make  choice  of  cither’s 
moiety. 

Kent,  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Glo,  His  breeding.  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.  I 
have  fo  often  blulli’d  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I 
am  braz’d  to’t.  y ■ ' * ‘ 

Kent.  I cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo,  Sir,  this  young  fellow’s  mother  could  ; where- 
upon flie  grew  round-womb’d;  and  had,  indeed.  Sir, 
a fon  for  her  cradle,  ere  ftie  had  a hufband  for  her  bed» 
Do  you  fmell  a fault  ? 

Kent.  I cannot  wilh  the  fault  undone,  the  ilTue  of  it 
being  fo  proper. 
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KING  LEAR. 

GIo.  But  I have  a fon,  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  fbme 
year  elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  ac- 
count ; though  this  knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily.  to 
the  world  before  he  was  fent  for,  yet  was  his  mother 
fair  ; there  was  good  fpdrt  at  his  making,  and  the  whor- 
fon  mult  be  acknowledg’d.  Do  you  know  this  Noble- 
jnan,  Ed7nu7id? 

Ednu  No,  my  Lord. 

Qlo.  Pviy  Lord,  of  Kent\ 

Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Ed?7i,  My  fervices  to  your  Ldrdfhip. 

Kent,  I muft  love  you,  and^ue  to  know  you  better.. 
Edni,  Sir,  I diall  Itudy  your  deferving. 

Gh,  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  lhall 
again.  \Trumpets  found  njjithin. 

The  King  is  coming. 

Enter  King  Lear,  CornAvall,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan, 
Cordelia,  and  attendants, 

Lear.  Attend  the  Lords  oiFra}tce2.ndiBurgdndy^  Glojier* 
Gio,  1 Ihall,  my  Liege.  \^Exit» 

Lear.  Mean  while  we  fhall  exprefs  our  darker  purpofe, 
Give  me  the  map  here.  Know,  we  have  divided 
In  three,  cur  kingdom  ; and  ’tis  our  fait  intent, 

To  Ihake  all  cares  and  bufmefs  from  our  age  ; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ferengths,  while  we 
Unburthen’d  crawl  tow’id  death.  Our  fon  of  Corn^walf 
And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  oi Albany^ 

We  have  this  Lour  a conltant  will  to  pubiilh 
Our  daughters  fev’ral  dow’rs,  that  future  ftnfe  ; ^ - 

May  be  prevented  now.  The  Princes  France  and  Bur-- 
gundyy 

Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter’s  love,  ^ 

Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  am’rous  fojhurn. 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer’d.  Tell  me,  daughters, 
(Since  now  we  will  divelt  us  both  of  rule, 

InPreft  of  territory,  cares  of  Itate  ;) 

V/hich  of  you,  fhall  we  fay,  doth  love  us  molt.? 

That  we  our  largelt  bounty  may  extend. 

Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerllly 
Our  eldek  born^,  fpeak  firll. 

Qon. 
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KING  LEAR. 

Gon,  I love  you,  Sir, 

Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace  and  liberty  ; 

Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare  ; 

No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour; 
As  much  as  child  e’er  lov’d,  or  father  found. 

A love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I love  you. 

C<?r.  WhatfhaIlC(9r^<?//^3:do?  loveandbeiilent.  [Jjtde* 
Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  e’en  from  this  line  to  this^ 
With  fhadowy  forefts,  and  with  champions  rich’d, 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-^irted  me4ds,  ; ' ' 

We  make  thee  lady.  To  thine  and  Albany* s iffue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  fays  our  fecond  daughter^ 
Our  deareft  Regan,  wife  of  Cornnjjall P fpeak. 

Reg.  I’m  made  of  that  felf-met^l  as  my  filler. 

And  prize  me  at  her  worth,  in  my  true  heart. 

I find,  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  j 
Only  fhe  comes  too  Ihort : that  I profefs 
Myfelf  an  enemy  to  all  other^oys. 

Which  the  moll  precious  fquare  of  fenfe  pofTefTes ; 

And  find,  I am  alone  felicitate  - v ; 

In  your  Highnefs’  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia  ! \AJtde, 

And  yet  not  fo,  fmee,  I am  fare  my  love’s 
More  pond’rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  h^redj'tary  ever. 

Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom  ; 

No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure. 

Than  that  confer’d  on  Gonerill. — Now  our  joy. 
Although  our  lafl,  not  leafl ; to  whofe  young  love, 

‘ The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy , 

Strive  to  be  int’refs’d  : what  fay  you,  to  draw 
A third,  more  opulent  than  your  fillers  ? fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  ? 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing ; fpeak  agam* 
Cor.  Unhappy  that  I am,  I cannot  heave  • h 
My  heart  into  my  mouth : I love  your  majefly 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia?  mend  your  fpeech  alittle| 
Lefl  you  may  mar  your  fortune. 
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Cor.  Good  my  Lord, 

‘ You  have  be^ot  me,  bred  me,  lov’d  me.  I 
Return  thofe  duties  back,  as  are  right  fit ; , . • /.  . 

Obey  you,  love  you,  and  mok  honour  you. 

Why  have  my  fillers  hufbands,  if  they  fay. 

They  love  you,  all ; hap’ly,  when  I ihall  wed. 

That  Lord,  whofehand  mull  take  my  plight,  fliall  carty 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty. 

Sure,  I fhall  never  marry  like  my  fillers. 

To  love  my  father  all. — 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  \ 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Letir.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower; 

For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun, 

The  myderies  of  Hecate,  and  the  night. 

By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 

From  whom  we  do  exid,  and  ceafe  to  be ; 

Here  I difclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 

Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood. 

And  as  a flranger  to  my  heart  and  me 

Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.  The  h^vh^ toms  Scythian ^ 

Or  he  that  makes  his  genera^tion,  meffes 

To  gorge  his  appetite  ; fliall  to  my  bofom 

Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  reliev’d, ' 

As  thou,  my  fometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  Liege  — 

Lear.  Peace,  Ke^zt ! 

Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrkth.  ^ 

I lov’d  her  mod,  and  thought  to  fet  my  red 

On  her  kind  nurs’ry.  Hence,  avoid  my  fight ! — ; 

[To  Cot. 

So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I give 

Her  father’s  heart  from  her;  call  Frazzc-e}  who  dirs  } 

Call  Burgundy.  — CornnMall,  and  Albany, 

With  my  two  daughters  dowres,  diged  the  third. 

Let  pride,  which  die  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her.  ' • 

I do  inved  you  jointly  with  my  power, 

Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 

That  troop  with  majedy.  Ourfelf  by  monthly  courfe. 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 


KING  LEAR,  ^ 

By  you  to  be  fuHain’d,  ihall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  due  turns ; only  retain 
The  name  and  all  th’  addition  to  a King  ; 

The  fway,  revenue,  execution. 

Beloved  Tons,  be  yours ; which  to  confirm. 

This  cor’net  part  between  you.  the  crovtn^ 

Kent.  Royal  Leavy 

Whom  I have  ever  honour’d  as  my  King, 

Lov’d  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  follow’d. 

And  as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray’rs — 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  (haft. 
Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart ; be  Kent  unmannerly,  . 

When  Lear  is  mad  , what  would’fi;  thou  do,  old  man  ? 
Think’ll  thou,  that  duty  lhall  have  dread  to  fpeak. 
When  pow’r  to  fiatt’ry  bows  ? to  plainnefs  honour 
Is  bound,  when  Majelly  to  folly  falls. 

Referve  thy  Hate  ; with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs ; with  my  life  I anfvver. 

Thy  youngell  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leall ; 

Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reverbs  no  hollownefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more. 

Kent.  My  life  I never  held  but  as  a pawn 
To  wage  againll  thy  foes ; nor  fear  to  lofe  it,.. 

Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight ! 

Kent.  See  better,.  Lear,  and  let  me  Hill  remaini 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo  — 

Kent.  Now  by  Apollo,  King, 

Thou  fwear’ll  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O vafial ! mifcreant ! — 

[Lajing  his  hand  on  his  Jk^jord.- 
Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  fee  bellow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe ; revoke  thy  doom,  - ^ 

Or  whilll  I can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat,. 

I’ll  tell  thee  thou  doll  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 

Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
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Which  we  durll:  never  yet  ; and  with  drained  pride,  • <r- 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power ; 

(Which  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place  can  bear ;) 

Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 

Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion, 

To  Ihield  thee  from  difallers  of  the  world  ; 

And,  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  ; if,  the  tenth  day  following. 

Thy  baniih’d  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 

The  moment  is  thy  death ; away  ! by  "Jupiter y 
This  fhall  not  be  revokM. 

Kent.  F are  thee  well.  King ; flth  thus  thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banilhment  is  here. ; 

The  gods  to  their  dear  ihelter  take  thee,  maid. 

That  jullly  think’ll:,  and  hah  molt  rightly  faid ; 

And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve. 

That  good  effedts  may  fpring  from  words  of  love ; 

Thus  Kenty  O Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu. 

He’ll  lhape  his  old  courfe  in  a country  new.  \Exit, 

Enter  Glo’iter,  <with  France  and  Burgundy,  and  atten-- 
dants* 

Glo.  Here’s  France  and  Burgundy y my  noble  Lord. 

Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy  y 
We  iiril  addrefs  tow’rd  you,  v/ho  with  this  King 
Have  rival’d  for  our  daughter ; what  at  leak  . . - 

Will  you  require  in  prefent  dowrc  with  her. 

Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Molt  royal  Majeky, 

I crave  no  more  than  v/hat  your  Highnefs  offer’d. 

Nor  will  you  tender  iefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy y 
When  Ihe  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo  ; 

But  now'  her  price  is  fall’n  ; Sir,  there  Ihe  Itands, 

If  Jfught  within  that  little  feejning  fubllance,  , . h.  ' ■ 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piec’d,  , - . h - 
And  noti^iing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace,  y'r - 
She’s  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Bur.  I know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you,  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  ows. 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
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Dowr’d  with  our  curfe,  and  lUinger’d  with  our  o^th, 
Take  her,  or  leave  her 
I Bur,  Pardon,  royal  Sir ; 

Eledion  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  Sir;  for  by  the  pow’r  that  made 
me, 

I tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you,  great  King, 

[To  France. 

I would  not  from  your  love  make  fuch  a ftray. 

To  match  you  where  I hate  ; therefore  befeech  you,  ^ 
T’avert  your  liking  a more  worthy  way 
Than  on  a vwetch,  whom  nature  is  ^fha'm’d 
Almollt*  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  moll  hrange  ! 

That  Ihe,  who  ev’n  but  now  was  your  bed  objeft. 

Your  praife’s  argument,  bSm  of  your  age,  - 
Deared  and  beft  ; Ihould  in  this  trice  of  time  — 
Commit  a thing  fo  mondrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour ! fure  her  offence 
Mud  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree, 

That  monders  it ; or  your  fore-voucht  affedlion 
FalPn  into  taint ; which  to  believe  of  her. 

Mud  be  a faith,  that  reafbn  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I yet  fcfeech  your  Majedy, 

(If,  for  I want  that^lib  and  oily  art,  ^ 

To  fpeaR  andpurpofe  not ; fince  what  I well  intend, 
ril  do’t  before  I fpeak,)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulnefs, 

No  unch^de  ablion,  or  didionour’d  dep, 

That  hath  depriv’d  me  of  your  grace  and  favour ; 

But  ev’n  for  want  of  that,  for  which  Fm  richer, 

A dill  foliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a tongue. 

That  I am  glad  I’ve  not;  though,  not  to  have  it. 

Hath  lod  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadd  not  been  born  , than  not  to  have  pleas’d  me  better^ 
France,  Is  it  but  this  ? a tai'dinefs  in  nature,  • 
Which  often  leaves  the  hidory  unfpoke. 

That  it  intends  to  do  ? my  Lord  of  Burgundy ^ 

What  fay  you  to  the  lady  ? love’s  not  love. 

When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  daud 
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Aloof  from  th’  intire  point.  Say,  will  you  have  her? 
She  is  herfelf  a dowry. 

Bi/r.  Royal  King, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yoiirfelf  propos’d. 

And  here  I take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 

Lutchefs  of  Burgundy, 

Lear,  Nothing  : — I’ve  fworn. 

Bur.  I’m  forry  then,  you  have  fo  loll  a father. 

That  you  mull  lofe  a huflDand. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 

Since  that  refpe£ls  of  fortune  are  his  love, 

1 Ihrdl  net  be  his  wife. 

France.  Faired  Cordelia,  that  art  moll  rich,  being  poor, 
Mod  choice,  forfaken  ; and  mod  lov’d,  defpis’d  1 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  hole  I feize  upon  y 
Be’t  lawful,  I take  up  what’s  cad  away. 

Gods,  Gods!  ’tis  drruy^e,  that  from  their  cold’d  negled 
My  love  fliculd  kin, lie  to  inflam’d  refpecl. 

Thy  dow’rlefs  daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 

Not  all  the  Dukes  of  wat’riih  Burgundy 
Can  buy  this  unpriz’d,  precious  maid  of  me. 

Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  though  unkind  ; 

Thou  lofed  here,  a better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  had  her,  France ; let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  daughter ; nor  fhall  ever  fee 
The  face  of  hers  again  ; therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon  : ' 

Gome,  nohlG  Bui'gundy.  \FhuriJh.  and^yxit* 

France.  Bi^  farewel  to  your  fillers. 

Cor.  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wadi’d  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  : I know  what  you  are, 

And,  like  a filler,  am  mod  J,pdi  to  call  ''' 

Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam’d.  Love  well  our  father; 
To  your  prclfelTing  bofoms  I commit  him  ; 

But  yet,  alas!  dood  I within  his  grace, 

I would  prefer  him  to  a better  place. 

So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Preferibe  not  us  our  duty. 

Gon.  Let  your  diidy 

Be  to  cots^tent  your  Lord,  who  hath  received  you 
At  fortune’s  alms ; you  have  obedience  feinted, ; 
And  well  are  worih  the  want  tliat  you  have  wanted. 

Cor 
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Cor,  Time  fhall  unfold  w.hat_^lal;ted  cunning  hides, 

T/ho .covers  faults,  at  lall:  with  ihame  derides,  /r^nv 
Well  may  you  profper  ! 

Fraiice,  Come,  my  fair  Fra.  ^WCor, 

Gen,  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  Pve  to  fay, 

Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  ; 

I think,  our  father  will  go  hence  to  night. 

Reg,  That’s  certain, and  with  you;  next  month  with  us. 

Gon,  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  ob- 
fervation  1 have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little ; he 
always  lov’d  our  fifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judg- 
ment he  hath  now  call  her  off,  appears  too  grdily.  . ■ ^ . 

Reg,  ’Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age ; yet  he  hath  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gen,  The  beft  and  foundeit  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rafh  ; then  muft  we  look,  from  his  age,  to  receive  not 
alone  the  imperfedions  of  longjr^grafted  condition  but  ^/'v 
therewithal  the  unruly  waywardnefs,  that  inftrm  and  / ■ 
choleric  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg,  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kenfs  banifiiment. 

Gon,  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween Frahce  and  him  ; pray  you,  let  us  hit  together:  if 
cur  father  carry  authority  with  fuch  difpofition  as  he 
bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  oftend  us. 

Reg,  We  ftiall  further  think  of  it. 

Gen,  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i’  th’  heat.  [Exe, 

SCENE  changes  to  a caftle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of 
Glo’fter. 

Enter  Edmund,  njoith  a letter, 

Edm,  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddefs ; to  thy  law 
My  fervices  are  bound  ; wherefore  ftiould  I . ; 

Stand  ill  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  cQurt^fy  of  notions  to  deprive  me. 

For  that  I am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-fhines 
_Lagof  a brother?  why  baflard P wherefore  ’ 

When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compad, 

My  mind  as  gen’rous,  and  my  Ihape  as  true, 

As  honeft  madam’s  iftue  ? why  brand  they  us 
With  bafe?  with  bafenefs  ? baftardy  ? bafe,  bafe.? 

Who,  in  the  lufty  ftekith  of  nature,  take  ■ 

More  ' 
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More  compofition  and  fierce  quality ; 

Than  doth,  within  a dull,  fiale,  tired  bed. 

Go  to  creating  a whole  tribe  of  fops. 

Got  Hween  afleep  and  wake  ? well  then. 

Legitimate  Edgar,  I mull  have  your  land ; 

Our  father’s  love  is  to  the  baltard  Edmund, 

As  to  th’  legitimate  ; fine  word  — legitimate  — 

Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed, 

And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 
Shall  be  th’  legitimate  — I grow,  I prolper  ; 

Now,  Gods,  Hand  up  for  bailards ! 

To  him  enter  Glo’ller. 

I 

Glo,  Kent  banilh’d  thus ! and  Francs  m choler  parted! 
And  the  King  gone  to  night!  fubfcrib’d  his  pow’r  ! 
Confin’d  to  exhibition  1 all  is  gone 
Upon  the  gad  1 — Edmund,  how  nov/  ? what  news  ? 

Edm.  So  pleafe  your  Lordihip,  none. 

\^Poutting  up  the  Letter, 

Glc,  Why  fo  earnellly  feek  you  to  pilt  up  that  letter  } 

Ed?n,  I know  no  news,  my  Lord. 

Glo,  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Glo,  No  1 what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of 
it  into  your  pocket  ? the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not 
fuch  need  to  hide  itfelf.  Let’s  fee come,  if  it  be 
nothing,  I ihall  not  need  fpedlacles. 

Edm,  I befeech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me,  it  is  a letter  from 
my  brother,  that! have  not  all  o’er-read ; and  for  fo  much 
as  I have  perus’d,  I find  it  net  fit  for  your  o’er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter.  Sir. 

Edm.  I lhall  ofiend  either  to  detain,  or  give  it  ? the 
contents,  as  in  part  I underhand  them,  are  to  blame, 

Glo,  Let’s  fee,  let’s  fee. 

Edm.  I hope,  for  my  brother’s  juftification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  efiliy,  or  take  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  reads.  ^ 1 his  policy  and  renjerence  of  ages  makes  the 
nvorld  better  to  the  bejt  of  our  times  ; keeps  our  fortunes  from 
us,  ^till  our  oldnefs  cannot  relifi?  them.  I begin  to  find  an  idle 
and  fond  bbndage  in  the  opprejfion  of  aged  tyra.nny  ; nuhich 
fways,  not  as  it  hath  ponxier,  but  as  it  is  fufered.  Come  to 
mey  that  of  this  I may  fpeak  more.  If  our  father  nMould 
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fieep  till  I him,  you  Jhould  enjoy  half  his  re^venue  for 

e'-ver,  and  linje  the  beloved  cf  your  brother  Edgar.  — 

Hum  — confpiracy ! — deep  till  I wake  him  — you 
fhould  enjoy  half  his  revenue  — my  fon  Edgar  ! had  he 
a hand  to  write  this  1 a heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  ! 
V/hen  came  this  to  you  ; who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord ; there’s  the 
cunning  of  it.  I found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafement  of 
my  clofet.  jl.--  ■ . 

Glo,  You  know  the  chara6ler  to  be  your  brother’s  ? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I durft  fwear, 
it  were  his ; but  in  relpedl  of  that,  I v/ould  fain  think, 
it  were  not. 

Glo,  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  Lord ; I hope  his  heart  is 
not  in  the  contents. 

Glo,  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  buhnefs  } 

Edm,  Never,  my  Lord.  But  I have  heard  him  oft 
maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  Tons  at  perfedl  age^  and  fa- 
thers declining,  the  father  fnould  be  as  a ward  to  the 
fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo,  O villain,  villain ! his  very  opinion  in  the  let- 
ter. Abhorred  villain  i unnatural,  .detefted,  brutifh  vil- 
lain 1 worfe  than  brutifh  ! Go,  firrah,  feek  him;  I’ll 
apprehend  him.  Abominable  villain  ! where  is  he  } 

Edm.  I do  not  well  know,  my  Lord  ! if  it  fhall  pleafe 
you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againflmy  brother,  till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  teflimony  of  his  intent, 
you  fhould  run  a certain  courfe ; wjiere  if  you  violently 
proceed  againfl:  him,  miilaking  his  purpofe,  it  would 
make  a great in  your  own  honour,  and  fliake  in 
pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I dare  pawn  down 
my  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affec- 
tion to  your  honour,  and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger, 

Glo,  Think  you  fo  ? 

Edm,  If  your  Honour  judge  it  meet,  I will  place  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  au- 
ricular alfurance  have  your  fatisfaddion  : and  that,  with- 
out any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo,  He  cannot  be  fuch  a monfter. 

Edm.  Nor  is  net,  fure. 

Glo,  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely  loves 
him  — Heav’n  and  earth ! Edmund^  feek  him  out ; 

wind 
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Wind  me  into  kirn,  I pray  you ; frame  the  bufinei^  af- 
ter your  own  wifdoin.  I would  unflate  myfelf,  to  be 
in  a due  refolution. 

Ei^m,  I will  feek  him,  Sir,  prefently : convey  the 
bufmefs  as  I fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thefelate  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  portend  no  n 
good  to  us ; tho'  the  wifdom  of  nature  can  reckon  it  thus, 
and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfelffc<?urg’d  by  the  frequent 
effedls.  Love  cools,  friendlhip  falls  olF,  brothers  divide. 

In  cities,  mutinies  ; in  countries,  dlfcord ; in  palaces, 
treafon;  and  the  bond  crack’d  kwixtfon  and  father.  This 
villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  predidion,  there’s  fon 
againll  father  ; the  King  falls  from  bias  of  nature,  there’s  ■ 
father  a^ainfl:  child.  We  have  feen  the  bell;  of  our  time. 
Machinations,  hollownefs,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous 
diforders  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  graves ! Find  out  this 
villain,  Edmund \ it  lhall  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  care- 
fully — and  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  banifh’d ! 
his  offence,,  honefly.  ’Tis  firange.  [Exit* 

Manet  Edmund. 

Edm,  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that, 
when  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furftys  of  our  > 
own  behaviour)  we  make  guilty  of  our  difaflers,  the  fun, 
the  moon  and  liars;  as  if  we  were  villains  on  necelTity; 
fools,  by  heavenly  compulfion  ; knaves,  thieves,  and 
treacherous,  by  fpherical  predominance ; drunkards,  ly- 
ars  and  adulterers,  by  an  inforc’d  obedience  of  plane- 
tary influence ; and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a dEune 
• thrulling  on.  An  admirable  evafion  of  whore-mafter 
man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  difpofition  on  the  charge  of  a 
fiar  ! my  father  compounded  with  my  mother  under  the 
dragon’s  tail,  and  my  nativity  was  under  Urja-major ; fo 
that  it  follows,  I am  rough  and  lecherous.  I lliould  have 
been  what  I am,  had  the  maidenliell  Far  in  the  firma- 
ment twinkled  on  my  baftardizing. 

E’o  him  enter  Edgar. 

pat  ! — he  comes,  like  the  cataFrophe  of  the  old  co- 
medy ; my  cue  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a figh  like 
Tom  o’  Bedlam  — O,  thefe.  eclipfes  portend  thefe  divi- 
fi ons ! fa,  fol,  la,  me  — 

Edg* 
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Ei/g.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  con- 
templation  are  you  in  ? 

Edm,  I am  thinking,  brother,  of  a predidion  I read 
this  other  day,  what  fhoiild  follow  thefe  eclipfes. 

Edg*  Do  you  bufy  ycurfelf  with  that  ? 

Edm,  I promife  you,  the  effeds,  he  writes  of,  fuc- 
ceed  unhappily.  When  faw  you  my  father  lafl  ? 

Edg,  The  night  gone  by. 

Edm,  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  dif- 
pleafure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  1 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm,  Bethink  yourfelf,  wherein  you  have  offended 
him : and,  at  my  intreaty,  forbear  his  prefence,  until 
feme  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difpleafure; 
which  at  this  inftant  fo  lageth  in  him,  that  with  the 
mifehief  of  your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay, 

Edg,  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm,  That’s  my  fear ; I pray  you,  have  a continent  for- 
bearance’till  the  Ipeedof  his  rage  goes  fiower:  and  as  I 
fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I will 
fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak ; pray  you,  go, 
there’s  my  key  : if  you  do  iHr  abroad,  go  arm’d. 

Edg,  Arm’d,  brother  I 

Edm.  Brother,  I advife  you  to  the  bell;  lam  no  honeft 
man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  ; I have 
told  you  what  I have  feen  and  heard,  but  faintly  ; no- 
thing like  the  image  and  horror  of  it ; pray  you  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I hear  from  you  andn  ? [£.v/V. 

Edm.  I do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs  : 

A credulous  father,  and  a brother  noble, 

Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 

That  he  fufpedls  none  ; on  whofe  foolifh  honefiy 
My  pradices  ride  eafy  : I fee  the  bufinefs. 

Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit ; 

All  with  me’s  meet,  that  I can  fafliion  fit.  ^ [ilwV. 

SCENE,  the  Duke  gf  Albany’s  palace. 

Enter  GonerlW,  and  Steward,  . ^ 

Gon,  Did  my  father  ilrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding 
of  his  fool } 
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Ste^v.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon,  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me  ; every  hour 
He  flafhes  into  one  grols  crime  or  other, 

That  fets  us  all  at  odds ; Til  not  endure  it : 

His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev’ry  trifle.  When  he  returns  from  hunting, 

I will  not  fpeak  with  him  ; fay,  1 am  fick. 

If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices. 

You  fhall  do  well ; the  fiultof  it  I’ll  anfwer. 

He’s  coming,  madam,  1 hear  him. 

Go/2,  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe, 

You  and  your  fellows : Fd  have  it  come  to  queilion. 

If  he  diilahe  it,  let  him  to  my  filler, 

Whofe  mind  and  mine,  I know,  in  that  are  one,. 

Not  to  be  over-ruFd  : idle  old  man, 

T hat  flill  would  manage  thofe  authorities 
That  he  hath  giv’n  away ! — Now,  by  my  life, 

Old  fools  are  babes  again  ; and  mull  be  ufed 
With  checks,  like  flatt’rers  when  they’re  fentt’abufe  hs  : 
Remiember,  v/hat  I have  faid. 

Ste^.  Very  well,  madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among 
you  ; what  grows  of  it,  no  matter ; advife  your  fel- 
lows fo  ; rii  write  Hrait  to  my  filler  to  hold  my 
courfe.  Prepare  for  dinner.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  changes  to  an  open  place  before  the  palace* 
Enter  Kent  difgulfed, 

Kent*  If  but  as  well  I other  accents  borrow. 

And  can  my  fpeech  dilFufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro’  itfelf  to  that  full  ilTue, 

For  which  I raz’d  my  likenefs.  Now,  banilh’d  Kenty 
If  thou  can’ll  ferve  where  thou  doll  Hand  condemn’d. 

So  may  it  come,  thy  mailer,  whom  thou  lov’H, 

Shall  hnd  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within*  Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  attendants*. 

Lear, Ijtl  me  not  jl^ay  a jot  for  dinner,  go,  get  it  ready. 
How  now,  what  art  thou  I [To  Kent, 

Kent,  A man.  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doH  thou  profefs  ? what  wouId’H  thou 
with  us  ? 
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Kent.  I do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I feem  ; to 
ferve  him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  trull ; to  love  him 
that  is  honell ; to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife  and 
fays  little ; to  fear  judgment  ; to  fight  when  I cannot 
chufe,  and  to  eat  no  fifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A very  honell-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as 
the  King. 

Lear.  If  thou  beell  as  poor  for  a fubjecl,  as  he  is  for 
a King,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  would’Il  thou  I 

Kent,  Service, 

Lear.  Whom  would’ll  thou  ferve  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear,  Doll  thou  know  me,  fellow  I 

Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance 
which  I would Jhin  call  mailer.  '■ 

Lear.  What’s  that  ? 

Kent.  Authority, 

Lear,  What  fervices  canll  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I can  keep  honell  counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  a 
'Curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a plain  melTage 
bluntly ; that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I am 
qualify’d  in  ; and  the  bell  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear,  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent,  Not  fo  young.  Sir,  to  love  a woman  for  fing- 
Jng  ; nor  fo  old,  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I have 
years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  lhalt  ferve  me  ; if  I like  thee 
no  worfe  after  dinner,  I will  not  part  from  thee  yet. 
Dinner,  ho!  dinner  — where’s  my  knave?  my  fool? 
go  you,  and  call  my  fool  hither.  You,  you,  firrah,, 
where’s  my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stenv.  So  pleafe  you  — 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ? call  the  clotpole 
back  ; where’s  my  fool,  ho  ? — I think,  the  world’s 
alleep.;  how  now,  where’s  that  rnungrel  ? 

K?iight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  the  Have  not  back  to  me  when  I call’d 
him  ? 

Knight,  Sir,  he  anfwer’d  me  in  the  rcnindell  manner 
he  would  not. 

Lear 
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Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

K/iigbt.  My  Lord,  I know  not  wKat  the  matter  is;  but 
to  my  judgment,  yourHighnefs  is  not  entertained  with 
that  ceremonious  affedion  as  you  were  wont ; there’s 
a great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the 
general  dependants,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and 
your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  ! fay’d:  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I be 
mikaken ; for  my  duty  Cannot  be  filent,  when  I think 
your  Highnefs  is  wrong’d. 

Lear.  Thou  but  remember’d:  me  of  my  own  concep- 
tion. I have  perceiv’d  a mod  faint  negled  of  late,  which 
I have  rather  blam’d  as  my  own  jealous  curiolity,  than 
as  a very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs ; I will 
look  further  into’t ; but  where’s  my  fool  ? I have  not 
feen  him  thefe  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady’^  iii^o  FrancCf 

Sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pin’d  away.  . 

Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I have  noted  it  well ; go  you 
and  tell  my  daughter,  I would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you 
call  hither  my  fool.  O,  you,  Sir,  come  you  hither. 
Sir ; who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Steavard^. 

Ste^.  My  Lady’s  father. 

Lear.  My  Lady’s  father  ? my  Lord’s  knave  ! — you 
whorefon  dog,  you  Have,  you  cur. 

SteiA},  I am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord ; I befeech  your 
pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rafcal  1 

[^Striking  him* 

Stenv.  I’ll  not  be  druck,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player. 

\I ripping  up  his  heels* 

Lear.  I thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  ferv’d  me  and 
I’ll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away;  I’ll  teach  you  differen- 
ces; away,  away  ; if  you  will  meafure  your  lubber’s 
length  again,  tarry ; but  away,  go  to ; have  you  wif- 
dom  ? fo  — \PuJhes  the  Steward  out* 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I thank  thee  ; there’s 
earned  of  thy  fervice. 

To 
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To  them  enter  fooL 

FooL  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here’s  my  coxcomb. 

[Giving  his  cap^ 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ? how  doll  thou  ? 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  bell:  take  my  coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  my  boy  ? ^ 

Fool.  Why  ? for  taking  one’s  part,  that  is  out  of  fa-  ‘ 

vour ; nay,  an  thou  canil  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits, 
thou’lt  catch  cold  Ihortly.  There,  take  my  coxcomb  ; 'I 

why,  this  fellow  has  banifli’d  two  of  his  daughters,  and 
4id  the  third  a blehing  againd  his  will ; if  thou  follow  \ 

.l]iim,  thou  mud  needs  w^ar  my  coxcomb.  How  now,  ^ ■ 

mincle  ? would  I haTtwo  coxcombs,  and  two  daughters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

FooL  If  I give  them  all  my  living,  I’ll  keep  my 
coxcomb  myfelf ; there’s  mine,  beg  another  of  thy 
daughters. 

- Lear.  Take  heed,  lirrah,  the  whip. — 

FooL  Truth’s  a dog  mud  to  kennel,  he  miidbewhip’d 
out,  when  the  lady’s  brach  may  dand  by  th’dre  and  dink. 

Lear.  A pedilent  gall  to  me.  | 

Fool.  Sirrah,  I’ll  teach  thee  a fpeech.  [TiKent.  ' 

Lear.  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it,  nuncle  ; 

Have  more  than  thou  fhowed. 

Speak  lefs  than  thou  knowed. 

Lend  lefs  than  thou  owed. 

Ride  more  than  thou  goed;. 

Learn  more  than  thou  trdv^ed, 

Set  lefs  than  thou  throwed,  4 

Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 

And  keep  within  door, 

And  thou  fhalt  have  more 

Than  two  tens  to  a fcore.  ‘ 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fooL  \ 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfeed  lawyer, 
you  gave  me  nothing  for’t ; can  you  make  no  ufe  of 
nothing,  nuncle? 

Lear.  Why  no,  boy ; nothing  can  be  made  out  of 
nothing. 

Fool.  Pry’thee,  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land 
comes  to  ; he  will  not  believe  a fool.  \To  Kent. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  A bitter  fool  — 

Fool,  Doft  thou  know  the  diiFerence,  my  boy, 
tween  a bitter  fool  and  a fweet  one  ? 

Lear,  IS!  o lad,  teach  me. 

Fool,  That  Lord  that  counfePd  thee  to  give  away  thy 
land. 

Come,  place  him  here  by  me  ; do  thou  for  him  Hand  ; 
The  fweet  and  bitter  fool  will  prcfently  appear. 

The  one,  in  motley  here  \ the  other,  found  out  there. 

Lear,  DoH  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ; 

Fool,  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away  ; that 
thou  waft  born  with. 

Kent,  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  No,  faith  ; Lords,  and  great  men  will  not  let 
me  ; if  I had  a monopoly  on’t,  they  would  have  part 
on‘t : nay,  the  Ladies  too,  they’ll  not  let  me  have  all 
fool  to  myfelf,  they’ll  be  fnatching.  ; ■ - 

Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  Fil  give  thee  tw^o  crowns. 

Lear,  What  two  crowns  fhali  they  be  ? 

Fool.  Why,  after  I have  cut  the  egg  i’th’  middle  and  eat 
up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg  : when  thou 
clbveft  thy  crown  i’th’  middle,  and  gaveft  away  both 
parts,  thou  bor’ft  thine  afs  on  thy  back  o’er  the  dirt;  thou 
had’ft  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav’ft  thy 
golden  one  away  : if  I fpeak  like  myfelfin  this,  let  him 
be  whipp’d  that  firft  finds  it  fo. 

Fools  ne^er  had  lefs  grace  in  a year [Singing, 
Fcr  njoife  men  are  gronjon  foppijh  ; . 

And  knonjj  not  honv  their  n.vits  to  'Tveary 
Fheir  inanners  are  Jo  dpijh.  ■ ' 

Lear.  Wdien  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs, 
firrah  ? 

Fool,  I have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e’er  fince  thou  mad’ft 
thy  daughters  thy  mothers ; for  when  thou  gav’ft  them 
the  rod,  and  put’ft  down  thy  own  breeches, 

I hen  they  for  fuddenjoy  did  ^eepy  [Singing, 

And  1 for  forron/j  fang  ; 

^hat  fuch  a King  Jhoul d play  ho-peepy 
And  go  the  fools  among, 

Pr’ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a fchool-mafter  that  can  teach  thy 
fool  to  lie  ; I would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.  If  you  lie,  firrah,  we’ll  have  you  whipp’d, 

FooL 
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/ooL  I marvel,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are  ; 
thoy’li  have  me  whipp’d  for  {peaking  true,  tliou’lt  have  me 
whipp’d  for  lying ; and  fometimes,  I am  whipp’d  for 
holding  my  peace,  I had  rather  be  any  kind  o’thing 
than  a fool,  and  yet  I would  not  be  thee,  nuncle ; thou 
hah  .pared  thy  wit  o’  both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i’  th* 
middle  : here  comes  one  o’  th’  parings. 

To  them  enter  Goneriil. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter,  what  makes  that  ^ntlct 
on  ? you  are  too  much  of  late  i’  th’*^own. 

Fool.  Thou  waft  a pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadil  no 
need  to  care  for  her  frowning  ; now  thou  art  an  O with- 
out a figure  ; I am  better  than  thou  art  now  ; I am  a fool, 
thou  art  nothing. — Yes  forfooth,  I will  hold  my  tongue  ; ' 
[To  Goneriil.]  fo  your  face  bids  me,  though  you  fay 
nothing. 

Mum^  mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  crum,  [Singing,  i 

Weary  of  all,  fnall  nvant  Joine. 

That’s  a llieal’d  p^fcpd. 

Gon.  Not  only,  Sir,  this  ycur  all-licens’d  fool. 

But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue. 

Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endur'd  riots. 

I thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 

'T’have  found  a fafe  redrefs ; but  now  grow* fearful. 

By  what  yourfelf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done, 

'^Vhat  you  protecjt  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allovvance  ; if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
Would  not  ’fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redreue.^  deep ; 

Which  in  the  tender  of  a wholefome  weal. 

Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence 
l[Which  elfe  were  fhame,)  that  then  necdfity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding 

Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle. 

The  hedge-fparronv  fed  the  cuckoo  fo  long. 

That  it  had  iU  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 

*50  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darklino-. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? ^ 

Gon.  I would, youwould  makeufeof  yourgood  wifdom, 
Whereof  I know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  traniport  you 
From  whaf  you  rightly  are- 

FooL 
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Fool.  May  not  an  afs  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horfe  ? whoop,  Jug,  I love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ? this  is  not  Lear  ; 
Does  Lear  walk  thus?  fpeak  thus  ? where  are  his  eyes? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 
Are  iethargied  — ha ! waking  — ’tis  not  fo  ; 

Who  is  It  that  can  tell  me  who  I am  ? 

Lears  Ihadow  ? I would  learn ; for  by  the  marks 
Of  fov^ereignity,  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon, 

I fliould  be  faife  perfuaded  I had  daughters. 

Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman?  — 

Gon.  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o’  th’  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.  I do.befeech  you. 

To  underhand  my  purpofes  aright. 

You,  as  you’re  old  and  reverend,  Ihould  be  wife. 

Here  do  you  keep  a hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 

Men  fo  diforder’d,  fo  debauch’d  and  bold. 

That  this  our  court,^,  infe(iled  with  their  manners. 

Shews  like  a riotous  ihn;  epicurifm  and  lull 
Make  it  more  like  a tavern  or  a brothel. 

Than  a grac’d  palace.  Shame  itfelf  doth  fpeak 
For  inhant  reniedy.  Be  then  dehr’d 
By  her,  that  elfe^will  take  the  thing  fhe  begs^ 

Or  fifty  to  difquantity  yourjrain  ; ' 

And  the  remainders,  that  fhall  hill  depend. 

To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befdrt  your  age,  . - . . 

And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils ! 

Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together  — 

DegenVate  bailard ! I’ll  not  trouble  thee  ; 

Yet  have  I left  a daughter.  ' ^ ^ '4  ‘ ' 

Gon.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder’d  rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

To  them  enter  Albany. 

Lear.  Woe ! that  too  late  repents— O Sir,  are  you  come? 
Is  it  your  will,  fpeak.  Sir  ? prepare  my  horfes  — 

\To  Alb. 

Ingratitude  ! thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous  when  thou  Ihew’ft  thee  in  a child. 

Than  the  fea-monher, 

Mb.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear*. 
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Lear.  Deteflcd  kite  ! thou  liefl.  r Gon. 

My  train  are  men  "of  choice  and  rarell  parts, 

That  all  particulars  of  duty  know  ; 

And  in  the  moil  exad  regard  fuppoit  ^ 

The  vyorfhips  of  their  names.  O moil  fmall  fault ! 

How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  ihew  1 
, Which,  like  an  engine,  wreifcht  my  frame  of  nature  - 
From  the  fixt  place ; drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 

And  added  to  the  gall.  O Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 

Be^t  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in,  [Striking  his  head. 
And  thy  dear  judgment  out.  — Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  Lord,  Fm  guiltlefs,  as  Fm  ignorant. 

Of  what  hath  mov’d  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord  — 

Hear,  nature,  hear  ; deargoddefs,  hear  a father  ! 
Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didfl  intend  h 
To  make  this  creature  fruittul : 

Into  her  womb  convey  flcrility. 

Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  oT  increafe, 

And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 
A babe  to  honour  her!  If  lire  mull  teem,  ^ ’ 

Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live, 

And  be  a thwart  difnatur’d  torment  to  her ; 

Let  it  llamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth. 

With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  lier  checks  ; ■ ' 

Turn  all  her  mother’s  pains  and  benelits 
To  laughter  and  contempt ; that  fhe  may  feel. 

How  (harper  than  a ferpent’s  tooth  it  is, 

To  have  a thanklefs  child.  — Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb,  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this? 
Gon,  Never  aiiiidl  yourfelf  to  know  of  it : 

But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fedpe,  ^ ' 

That  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a clap  ? - - 

Within  a fortnight  ? — 

Alb.  What’s  the  matter,  Sir? 

Lear.  I tell  thee  — life  and  death  ! I am  alham’d, 
Thatthoii  hall  powertofhakemy  manhood  thus.  [Ti/Gon. 
7’ hat  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 
Should  make  thee  worth  them.  — Blails  and  fogs  upon 
thee  I 

Th’  untented  woundings  of  a father’s  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee  1 Old  fond  eyes, 

B Beweep 
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Bewecp  this  caufe  again,  I’ll  pluck  ye  out,  , / 

And  cad  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe, 

Tl'o  temper  clay.  Ha  ! is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Let  it  be  fo  : I have  another  daughter, 

Who,  I am  fure,  is  kind  and  comfortable  ; 

Wlien  (he  fliall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She‘11  flea  that  vvoliifh  vifage.  Thou  flialt  find. 

That  Pll  refume  the  fliapc,  which  thou  doll  think 
I have  call:  off  for  ever.  [^Ex.  Lear  and  attendants* 

Con.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb.  1 cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerilly 
To  the  great  love  I bear  you.  — 

Gon.  Pray  you,  be  content  What,  0/n^jaId,  ho  ! 
You,  Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  mailer. 
Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarry,  take  the  fool 
with  thee  : 

A fox  when  one  has  caught  her, 

And  fuch  a daughter. 

Should  fure  to  the  flaiighter. 

If  my  cap  would  buy  a halter. 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  [^;r. 

Gen.  This  man  hath  had  good  counfel  — hundred 
kiiights ! 

’Tis  politic,  and  fafe,  to  let  him  keep 
A hundred  knights ; yes,  that  on  ev’ry  dream, 

Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike. 

He  may  enguard  his  ddthge  with  tlieir  pow’rs,  v 
And  hold  our  lives  at  mercy.  Of^ald,  1 fay. 
yJIb.  Well,  you  rna,y  fear  too  far  — 

Gen.  Safer  than  trull  too  far. 

Let  me  Hill  take  av/ay  the  liarms  I fear. 

Nor  fear  Hill  to  be  harm’d.  I know  his  heart ; 

V/hat  he  hath  utter'd,  1 have  writ  my  filler  ; 

If  fhe  li  fuflain.  him  and  his  hundred  knights, 

Vvhen  1 have  fliew'd  rh'  unlirnefs  — 

Enter  Stt^ivard* 

LIow  nov/,  Of<wald? 

\v  r%  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  filler  ? 

Stenie.  Ay,  Madam, 

K.in.  '1  aice  ) /c.-  Uune  company,. and  away  to  horfe; 
Info  ’.[i\  htr  full  of  my  paiticuiar  fears, 

And 
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And  thereto  add  reafons  of  your  own. 

As  may  compadl  it  more.  So  get  you  gone. 

And  haften  your  return.  . - [£xif*  Ste^ujard. 

‘ — No,  no,  my  Lord, 

This  milky  gentlenefs  and  courfe  of  yoursi. 

Though  I condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 

You  are  much  more  at  talk  for  want  of  wifdom. 

Than  prais’d  for  harmful  mildnefs.  v - 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I cannot  tell ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  marr  what’s  well. 

Qon.  Nay,  then  — 

Alb.  Well,  well,  th’  event.  [ExeunK 

SCENE,  a court-jurdy  belonging  to  the  Duke  Albany ’s 
palace* 

Re-enter  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman^  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glo’Jler  with  thefe  letters  : 
acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you 
know,  than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  let- 
ter ; if  your  diligence  be  not  fpeedy,  I lhall  be  there 
afore  you. 

Kent.  I will  not  deep,  my  Lord,  till  I have  dHivered 
your  letter. 

Fool.  If  a man’s  brain  were  in  his  heels,  wer’t  not 
in  danger  of  kibes  ? 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Then,  I pr’ythee,  be  merr)’’,  thy  wit  lhall  not 
go  liip-lhod./  ' 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fool.  Shalt  fee,  the  other  daughter  will  ufe  thee 
kindly  : for  though  Ihe’s  as  like  this  as  a crab’s  like 
nnd  apple,  yet  I can  tell  what  I can  tell. 

Lear.  What  can’d  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool.  She  will  taile  as  like  this,  as  a crab  does  to  a 
crab.  Can’d  thou  tell,  why  one’s  nofe  dands  i’  th’ 
middle  of  one’s  face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one’s  eyes  of  cither  dde  one’s 
nofe ; that  what  a man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  ipy  into. 

^ Lear.  I did  her  wrong  — 

F ool.  Can’d  tell  how  an  oyder  makes  his  Ihell  I 

Lear,  No^ 
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Fool,  Nor  I neither;  but  I can  tell,  why  a fnail  has 
a houfe. 

Lear,  Why? 

Fool,  Why,  to  put’s  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to 
his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a cafe. 

Lear,  I will  forget  my  nature : fo  kind  a father ! be 
my  horfes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  affes  are  gone  about ’em  ; the  reafon  why 
the  feven  ftars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a pretty  reafon. 
Lear,  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool,  Yes,  indeed,  thou  wouldll  make  a good  fool. 
Lear,  To  tak’t  again  perforce!  — monller  ingrati- 
tude 1 

Fool,  If  you  were  my  fool,  n uncle.  I’d  have  thee" 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How’s  that  ? 

Fool,  Thou  fhould’fl  not  have  been  old,  ’till  thou 
hadfl:  been  wife. 

Lear,  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav’n  ! 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I would  not  be  mad. 

Enter  Gentleman, 

How  now,  are  the  horfes  ready  ? 

Gent,  Ready,  my  Lord. 

Lear,  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that’s  a maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  de- 
parture. 

Shall  not  be  a maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  fliorter. 

\Excimt^ 
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ACT  II. 


S C E N E ^7  CaJUe  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glo’fter. 

Enter  ^dLmxxxidi  and  federally . 

Edm,  O A .V  E thee,  Curan^ 

Cur,  And  you.  Sir.  I have  been  with  your 
father,  and  given  him  notice  that  the  Duke  of  Corn^^lly 
and  Regan  his  Dutchefs,  will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 
Earn,  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur,  Nay,  I know  not ; you  have  heard  of  the  news 
abroad ; I mean,  the  whifper’d  ones ; for  they  are  yet 
but  ear-killing  arguments. 

Ed7n,  Not  I;  pray  you,  what  are  they  } 

Cur,  Rave  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  ’twixt 
the  Dukes  of  Corunjoall  and  Albany  ? 

Edm,  Not  a word. 

Cur,  You  may  do  then  in  time.  Fare  you  well,  Sir. 

\Exit». 

Edm,  The  Duke  be  here  to-night ! the  better ! bell ! 
This  weaves  itfelf  perforce  into  my  bufmefs ; 

My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother. 

And  I have  one  thing  of  a queazy  quelHon 
Which  I mull  a£l : briefhefs  and  fortune  work  I f 
Brother,  a word  \ defeend ; brother,  I fay ; ~ 

To  him  enter  Edgar. 

My  father  watches ! O Sir,  fly  this  place. 

Intelligence  is  giv’n  where  you  are  hid  ; 

You’ve  now  the  good  advantages  of  the  night  — 

Have  you  not  fpokeii  ’gainll  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  F 
He’s  coming  hither  now  i’  th’  night,  i’  th’  halle. 

And  Regan  with  him  ; have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  ’gainll  the  Duke  of  Albany  P 
Advife  yourfelf.  ^ 

Edg,  I’m  fare  on’t,  not  a word, 

Ed^n.  1 hear  my  father  coming.  Pardon  me  — 

In  cunning  I mull  draw  my  fword  upon  you-— 


Draw^ 
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Draw,  feem  to  defend  yourfelf. 

Now  quit  you  well  — 

Yield  — come  before  my  father — light  hoa,  here  ! i liv, 
Fly,  brother — torches!  — fo  farewel — [Ex,  Edg* 
Some  blood,  drawn  on  rne,  would  beget  opinion. 

[Wounds  his  arm. 

Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.  IVe  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.  Father  1 father  1 
Stop,  hop,  no  help  ? — 

Yi  him  enter  Glo’fler,  and  fer^uants  uoith  torches, 

do.  Now,  Edmund,  whereas  the  villain  ? 

Edm,  Plere  hood  he  in  the  dark,  his  lliarp  fword  out. 
Mumbling  of  wicked  diarms,  conjuring  the  moon 
To  hand ’s  aufpicious  milirefs. 
do.  But  where  is  lie  ? 

Edtn,  Look,  Sir,  I bleed. 

Glo,  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm,  Fled  this  way,  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could— 
Glo,  Purfue  him,  ho  I go  after.  By  no  means,  what — 
Edm.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  Lordhiipi 
But  that,  I told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
’^Gainh parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend.  . 

Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  hrong  a bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th’  father.  — Sir,  in  fine. 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I hood 
To  his  unnatYal  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepar’d  fword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc’d  my  arm  ; 

And  when  he  faw  my  beh  alarm’d  fpirits. 

Bold  in  the  quarrel’s  right,  rous’d  to  th’  encounter. 

Or  whether  gahed  by  the  noife  I made. 

Full  fuddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  hy  far  ; 

Not  in  this  land  (hall  he  remain  uncaught 

And  found  ; difpatch  — the  noble  Duke  my  maher, 

My  worthy  and  arch  patron,  comes  to  night ; 

By  his  authority  I will  proclaim  it 

That  he,  which  finds  him,  fhall  deferve  our  thanks. 

Bringing  the  murth’rous  coward  to  the  flake  : 

He  that  conceals  him,  death. 
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Edm.  When  I difluaded  him  from  his  intent^ 

And  found  him  right  to  do  it,  with  ciirft  fpeech 
I threaten’d  to  difcover  him  ; he  replied, 

Thou  unpoifelling  baftard  I doll  thou  think, 

If  I would  Hand  againil  thee,  would  the  repofal 
Of  any  trull,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd  ? no ; what  I Ihould  deny, 

(As  this  I would,  although  thou  didll  produce 
My  very  character)  Pd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeilion,  plot,  and  damn’d  praflice  j 
And  thou  mull  make  a dullard  of  the  world,  ' 

If  they  not  thought  the  23rofts  of  my  death 

Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 

To  make  thee  feek  it. , [Trumpets  nssithin^ 

GIc,  O frange,  failcn’d  villain  ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter  ? — I never  got  him.  ~ 

Hark,  theDuke’s  trumpets!  I know  not  why  he  comes  — 
All  ports  I’ll  bar  ; the  villain  Ihall  not  ’fcape  ; 

The  Duke  mull  grant  me  that ; belides,  his  pi6lure 
I will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ; and  of  my  land, 

(Loyal  and  natural  boy  !)  I’ll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  attendants. 

Corn,  How  now,  my  noble  friend?  lince  I came  hither, 
Which  I can  call  but  now,  1 have  heard  Hrange  news. 

Reg,  If  it  be  true,  ail  vengeance  comes  too  Ihort, 
Which  can  purfue  th’  offender ; how  does  my  Lord  ? 

Glo,  O Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack’d,  it’s  crack’d. 

Reg,  What,  did  my  father’s  godfon  feek  your  life  ? ^ 
He  whom  my  father  nam’d,  your  Edgar?  ^ 

Glo,  O Lady,  Lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg,  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous Knightf, 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I know  not.  Madam : ’tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  tho’ he  were  iil-aife<fted ; 

’Tis  they  liave  put  him  on  the  old  man’s  death. 

To  have  th’  expence  and  wake  of  his  revenues. 

I have  this  prefen t evening  from  my  filler 

Been  well  inform’d  of  them  ; and  with  fuch  cautions, 
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Th?.t  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfc, 
ril  not  be  there. 

Cor^.  Nor  I,  aflure  thee,  P^rgrm  ; 

Edmund^  I hear,  that  you  have  ihcvvn  your  fatlier 
A child-like  ofiice. 

Edvu  ^Tvvas  my  duty.  Sir. 

-Qlo*  He  did  bcvyray  his  pradice,  and  receiv’d  ; ' 
This  hurt  you  fee,  fcriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  puriued  ? 

GIo  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Corn,  If  he  be  taken  he  fnall  never  more 
Be  fear’d  of  doing  harm  ; make  your  own  piirpofc, 

How  in  my  llreiigth  you  pleafe.  As  for  you,  Edmund^. 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  infant 
So  much  commend  itfelf,  you  fhali  be  ours  ; 

Natures  of  fuch  deep  trud  we  (hall  much  need ; 

You  we  hril  feize  on, 

Edm,  I fhali  ferve  you.  Sir, 

Truly,  however  eife, 

Gh.  I thank  your  Grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vlfit  you  ~ 
Reg,  Thus  out  of  feafon  threading  dark-ey’d  nighty- 
Occafions,  noble  GWfiery  of  fome  prize, 
herein  we  muft  have  ufe  of  your  advice.  — 

Cur  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  lifter, 

Of  differences,  which  I beft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home ; the  fev’ral  meftenger^ 

From  hence  attend  difpatch.  Our  good  old  friend. 

Lay  comforts  to  your  bofom  ; and  beftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to" our  bufineiTes, 

Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo.  I ferve  you,  Madam  : 

Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  \Exeunt^ 

Enter  Kent,  and  Ste^ivard^  fenjerally, 

Etenx>,  Good  evening  to  thee,  friend ; art  of  this  houfe  V 
Ke?it.  Ay. 

Ste'iv,  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Ke7jt,  I’th’  mire. 

Ste^,  Pr’ythee,  if  thou  lov’ft  me,  tell  me. 

Kent,  I love  thee  not. 

Why  then  I care  not  for  thec^ 
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Tf  I had  thee  in  Lipjhhury  pinfold,  I would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

^te^.  Why  doll  thou  ufe  me  thus,  I know  thee  not. 

Kent,  Fellow,  I know  thee. 

Stenv.  What  doll  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent,  A knave,  a rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats,  a 
bafe,  proud,  lliallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred- 
pound,  filthy,  worlled-llocking  knave;  a lilly-liver’d, 
a£lion-taking,  knave;  a whorTon,  glafs>gazing,  fuper- 
ferviceable  finical  rogue;  one-trunk-inheritingflave;  one 
that  wouldll  be  a bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice ; and 
art  nothing  but  the  compofition  of  a knave,  beggar, 
coward,  pandar,  and  the  foil  and  heir  of  a mungril 
bitch  ; one  whom  I will  beat  into  clamorous  whining,  if 
thou  deny’il  the  leail  fyllable  of  thy  addition. 

Steuj,  Why,  what  a monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to 
rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee  nor  knows  thee  ? 

Kent,  What  a brazen-fac’d  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny 
thou  know’ll  me  ? is  it  tv/o  days  ago,  fince  I tript  up  thy 
heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  King?  draw,  you  rogue  ; 
for  tho’  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon  Diines ; I’ll  make  a 
fop  o’th’ , moQiilhine  of  you  ; you  whorfon,  cullionly, 
barber-mbhg4r,  draw  \Dra^joing  his  fwird. 

Stew,  Away,  I have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent,  Draw',  you  rafcal;  you  come  with  letters  againll 
the  King  ; and  take  vanity,  the  puppet’s  part,  againll  the 
royalty  of  her  father  ; draw,  you  rogue,  or  I’ll  fo  carbo- 
nado your  jfhanks  — draw,  you  rafcal,  come  your  Ways. 

Stew.  Help  ho ! murther  1 help  ! — 

Kent.  Strike,  you  Have ; hand,  rogue.  Hand,  you 
neat  Have,  Hrike.  [Beeiting  him. 

Stew,  Help  ^o  ! murther  ! murther  ! — 

Enter  Edmund,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo’Her, 

Edm,  How  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? part  — 

Kent,  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe ; come^ 
J’li  flelh  ye  ; come  on,  young  mailer. 

Glo,  Weapons  ? arms  ? what’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn,  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives ; he  dies,  that 
Hr  ikes  again,  whaf  s the  matter  ? 

Reg,  The  melTengers  from  our  filler  and  the  King. 

Corn,  What  is  your  difference  ? fpeak. 

- Stew,  I am  Icarce  in  breath,  my  Lord, 
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Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir’d  your  valour 
you  cowardly  rafcal  I nature  difclaims  all  lhare  in  thee  ; 
a tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a Grange  fellow ; a tailor  make  a man  ? 
Kent.  I,  a tailor,  Sir  ; a done -cutter,  or  a painter 
could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  though  they  had  been 
but  two  hours  o’  th’  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel ! 

Ste^,  This  antient  radian,  Sir,  whofe  life  I have 
fpar’d  at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard  — 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zed  ! thou  unnecelTary  letter  ! 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I will  tread  this  un- 
bolted villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a jakea 
with  him.  Spare  'my  grey  beard  ? you  wagtail  1 — 
Cenz,  Peace,  Sirriih  ! 

You  beadly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kera.  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a Have  as  this  fnould  wear  a fword,. 
WTo  wears  no  honedy ; inch  fmiling  rogues  as  ihefe,. 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain  a .' 

Too  intricate  to  unlooie  . Iboth  eveiy  padicn,  ; . . 

That  in  tlie  nature  of  their  Lords  rebels  : 

Bring  oil  to  dre,  fnow  to  tKeir  colder  moods  ; 

Renege,  adirm,  and  tuin  their  ha) cyonT^^ks 
With  ev’ry  gale  and  vary  of  their  maders  ; 

As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  followings 
A plague  upon  your  epileptic  vifage  ! 

Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I were  a fool  ? 

Goofe,  if  I had  you  upon  ^arzinirpl^Cih., 

Td  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camckt,  ' - ^ ^ 

Corn,  What  art  thou  mad,  old  tellow  1 
Qlo.  How  fell  you  out?  fay  that. 

Kent,  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy. 

Than  I and  fuch  a knave. 

Corn,  Why  dod  thou  call  him  knave  ? what  is  his  fault  ? 
Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn,  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hen. 
Kent,  Sir,  ’tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  i 
I have  ften  better  faces  in  my  time. 

Than  dand  on  any  Ihoulder  that  I fee 
Before  me  at  this  indant. 
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Corn,  This  is  fome  fellow, 

Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bbintnefs,  doth  affe£l 
A fwcy  roughnefs ; and  conilrains  the  garb, 

Quite  from  his  nature.  He  can’t  flatter,  he, — 

An  honefl:  mind  and  plain,  he  mufl:  fpeak  truth ; 

And  they  will  lake  it  fo  ; if  not,  he’s  plain. 

Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I know,  which  in  this  plainnefi 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends. 

Than  twenty  fllly  ducking  obfervants. 

That  flretcli  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity. 

Under  th’  allowance  of  your  grand  afpe<fl, 

Whofe  influence,  like  the  wrJ^th  of  radient  Are  ' -'--t.*- 
On  flickering  front.~  . ..  < 

Corn,  What  mean’ll  by  this  ? 

Kent.  'Fo  go  out  of  my  dialei^,  which  you  difcom- 
mend  fo  much : I know,  Sir,  I am  no  flatterer ; he,. 

; that  beguil’d  you  in  a plain  accent,  was  a plain  knave; 
which  for  my  part  I will  not  be,  though  I fliould  wiiP 
your  difpleafure  to  intreat  me  to’t. 

Corn.  What  was  th’  oiTence  you  gave  him  ? 

I never  gave  him  any  : 

It  pleas’d  the  King  his  mailer  very  lately 
To  flrike  at  me  upon  his  rnifconilrudion ; 

When  he  ccnjundt,  and  flatt’ring  his  difpleafure,, 

Tript  me  behind  \ being  down,  infulted,  rail’d,. 

And  put  upon  him  fsch  a deal  of  man,  that 
That  worthied  him  j got  praifes  of  the  King,; 

For  him  attempting  who  was  felf  fubdu’d  ; 

And,  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dread  exploit, 

Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Ke'fit,  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards. 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Corn,  Fetch  forth  the  flocks. 

You  flubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev’rend  braggart, 

We’ll  teach  you  — 

Kent.  Sir,  I am  too  old  to  learn ; 

Call  not  your  flocks  for  me,  I ferve  the  King;  . 

On  whofe  employment  I v/as  fent  to  you. 

You  fhall  do  fmall  refped,  /hew  too  bold  malice 
Againfl  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mailer, 

Stocking  his  his  mefldnger. 
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Cor; , Fetch  forth  the  flocks  ; 

As  I ave  life  and  honour,  there  fhall  he  fit  till  noon, 

Reg,  Till  noon  ! till  night,  my  Lord,  and  all  night  too, 

Ka;t,  Why,  madam,  if  I were  your  father’s  dog, 

Ypn  could  not  ufe  me  fo. 

RLg,  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I will.  [Stoch  brought  out* 

Corn,  This  is  a fellow  of  the  felf-lame  nature 
t)ur  filer  foeaks  of.  Come  bring  away  the  Hocks. 

GJo,  Let  me  befeech  your  grace  not  to  do  fo ; 

His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  mafler 
Will  check  him  for’t ; your  purpos’d  low  corredion  - 
Is  fuch,  as  the  bafell  and  the  meanell  wTCtches 
For  pilf ’rings,  and  moll  common  trefpaffes, 

Are  punifa’d  with.  The  King  rnuft  take  it  ill. 

That  he,  fo  llightly  valu’d  in  his  mefTenger, 

Should  have  him  thus  reilrain’d. 

Cern,  I’ll  anlwer  that. 

Reg,  My  filler  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe. 

To  have  her  Genileman  abus’d,  afiaulted. 

For  followirg  her  aifairs.  Put  in  his  legs  — 

[Kent  is  put  in  the  flocks, 
Come,  my  Lord.,  away.  \Exeunt  Regan  and  Cornwall. 

GIg,  I’m  forry  for  thee,  friend;  ’tis  the Duke’s'pleaLre, 
Whofe  difpofition  ail  the  world  well  knows. 

Will  not  be  rubb’d  nor  Hopp’d.  I’ll  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent,  Pray  do  not.  Sir.  I’ve  watch’d  and  travel’d  hard  5 
Some  time  I Hiall  Deep  out,  the  rell  i’ll  vvhillle : 

A good  man’s  fortune  may  grow  cut  at  heels  j 
Give  you  good  morrow. 

GIo,  The  Duke’s  to  blame  in  this,  ’twill  be  ill  taken. 

yExit, 

Kent,  Good  King,  that  muH  approve  the  common  faw^ 
Thou  out  of  heaven’s  benediction  com’H 
To  warm  the  fun  ! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 

^Looking  up  to  the  moon. 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I may 
Perufe  this  letter.  Nothing  almoH  fees  miracles^ 

But  mifery.  I know  ’tis  from  Cordelia}, 

Who  hath  moH  fortunately  been  inform’d 
Of  my  obfeured  courfe.  I Hiall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  Hate,  and  feek  to  give 
LoHea  their  remedies.  Ail  weary  and  o’er  watch’d. 
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Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhamefiil  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night  ; fmile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel* 

[He  fieeps^ 

SCENE  changes  to  part  of  a heath. 

Enter  Edgar, 

Edg,  I’ve  heard  myfelf  proclaim’d  ; 

And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a tree, 

Efcap’d  the  hunt.  No  port  is  free,  no  place, 

That  guard  and  moil  unufual  vigilance 

Does  not  attend  my  raking.  Whiles  I may  fcape, 

I v.dll  preferve  my  ielf : and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafell  and  the  poorefl  ihape. 

That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man 

Brought  near  to  beaft : my  face  I’ll  grime  with  filth  ; 

Blanket  my  loins ; elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 

And  with  prefented  nakeduefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  pcrfecutions  of  the  fky. 

The  country  gives  me  proof  and  preiident 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 

Strike  in  their  numb’d  and  mortify’d  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary ; 

And  with  this  horrble  object,  from  low  farms, 
poor  pelting  villages,  fheep-coats,  and  mills. 
Sometimes  with  lunatic  bans,  feme  times  with  pray’rs, 
Inforce  their  charity  ; poor  Turly  'gcod!  poor  ^om!  — 
That’s  fomething  yet : Edgar!  nothing  am.  [Exit 

SCENE  changes^  again,  to  the  Earl  of  Glo’fler’s 
caftle. 

Enter  Lear,  Foof  and  Gentleman, 

Eear.  ’Tis  ftrange,  that  tbey  fliould  fo  depart  from 
home. 

And  not  fend  home  my  mefTenger. 

Ge7it,  As  I learn’d. 

The  night  before,  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent,  flail  to  thee,  noble  mailer  ! 

Lear.  Ha  I mak’fc  thou  thy  fname  thy  pailime  } 

Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters ; horfes  are  ty’d 
by  the  heads,  dogs  and  bears  by  th’  neck,  monkeys  by 
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th’  loins,  and  men  by  th’  legs  ; when  a man  is  over- 
lufty  at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  (locks. 

Lea?\  What's  he,  that  hath  thy  place  fo  much  miilook. 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

It  is  both  he  and  (he. 


Your  fon  and  daughter.  i 

Lear.  No.  \ 

Kent,  Yes.  i 

Lear.  No,  I fay.  ^ 

Ke?2f.  I fay,  Yea.  ^ 


Lear,  yupifery  I fwear,  no,.  :t 

Kent.  By  Jimoy  I fwear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durll  not  do’t. 

They  could  not,  would  not  do’t;  his  worfe  than  murther,  i 
To  do  upon  reipedl  fuch  violent  outrage  : 

Refalve  me  with  all  modeft  hade,  which  way  - 

Thon  might’d  dcferve,  or  they  impofe,  this  ufuage,  1 

Coming  from  us  ? 1 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home  J 

I did  commend  your  Highnefs'  letters  to  them, 

Ere  I was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  (hew’d 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a reeking  poll. 

Stew’d  in  his  hade,  half  breathicfs,  panting  forth. 

From  Gonerill  his  midrefs,.  falutation  ; 

Deliver’d  letters  fpite  of  intermidion. 

Which  prefently  they  read  : on  vvhofe  contents  ; 

They  fummon’d  up  their  nieiny,.  drait  took  horie  ^ 
Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend  , 

The  leifure  of  their  anfwer;  gave  me  cold  looks  ; , 

And  meeting  here  the  other  meffenger, 

Whofe  welcome,  I perceiv’d,  had  poilbn’d  mine  ; 

(Being  the  very  fellow,  which  of  late 
JDifplay’d  fo  fawcily  againd  your  Highnefs,) 

Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  1 drew ; 

He  rais’d  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries ; 

Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  (harne  which  here  it  fufFcrs. 

Fool.  Winter’s  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefe  fly  that 
way. 

Fathers,  that  wear  rags, 

Do  make  their  children  blind  ; 

But  fathers,  that  bear  bags. 

Shall  fee  their  children  kind. 


Fortune, 
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Fortune,  that  arrant  whore. 

Ne’er  turns  the  key  to  th’  poor. 

But,  for  all  this,  thou  lhalt  have  as  many  dolours  from 
Thy  dear  daughters,  as  thou  caiiH:  tell  in  a year. 

Lear.  Oh,  how  this  mother  fwells  up  tow’rd  my  heart. 
Hyfterica  — down,  thou  climbing  forrow. 

Thy  element’s  below  ? where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not ; ftay  here.  [Tw. 

Gen.  Made  you  no  more  oifence. 

But  what  you  fpeak  of? 

Kent.  None; 

How  chance  the  King  comes  v/ith  lb  fmall  a number  ? 

Fool.  An  thou  hadft  been  fet  i’th’  itocks  for  that 
quellion,  thou’dll  w'ell  deferved  it. 

Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  V/e’il  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee 
there’s  no  lab’ring  i’th’ wdnter.  All,  that  follow  their 
nofes,  are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blind  men  ; and  there’s 
not  a nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him  that’s  {link- 
ing— let  go.  thy  hold,  when  a great  wheel  runs  down 
hill,  left  it  break  thy  neck  wdth  follov/ing  it  ; but  the 
great  one  that  goes  upward,  let  him  draw  thee  after. 
When  a wife  man  gives  thee  better  council,  give  me 
mine  again  ; I v/ould  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it, 
ft  nee  a fool  gives  it. 

That,  Sir,  which  ferves  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form. 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  ftorm  : 

But  I will  tarry,  the  fool  will  ftay. 

And  let  the  wife  man  fty  : 

The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away  ; 

The  fool  have  no  perdy. 

Kent.  Where  learnt  you  this,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Not  i’th’  ftocks,  fool. 

Enter  Lear  and  Glo’fter. 

Lear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ? they’re  fick,  they’re 
weary  ? 

They  have  travel’d  all  the  night  ? mere  fetches. 

The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  oiF. 

Bring  me  a better  anfwer  — « 
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GJo,  My  dear  Lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke  : 

How  unremovcable,  and  fix’d  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confufion  ! — 
Fiery  ? what  fiery  quality  ? why,  Glo^Jier^ 
rd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall y and  his  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I have  inform’d  them  fo. 
Lear.  Inform’d  them  ? dofl  thou  underfland  me,  man  ? 
Gh.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornujally  the 
dear  father 

Wou’d  with  his  daughter  fpeak  ; commands  her  fervice  : 
Are  they  inform’d  of  this  — my  breath  and  blood  i — 
Fiery  I the  fiery  Duke  ? tell  the  hot  Duke,  that  — 
No,  but  not  yet  ; may  be,  he  is  not  well ; 

Infirmity  doth  liill  negle£l  all  office, 

Whereto  our  health  is  bound ; we’re  not  ourfelv^es. 
When  nature,  being  opprefs’d,  commands  the  mind 
To  fuffer  with  the  body.  I’ll  forbear ; 

And  I’m  fall’n  out  with  my  more  headier  will. 

To  take  the  indifpos’d  and  fickly  fit 

For  the  found  man. — Death  on  my  date ! but  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  ? this  a6l  perfiiades  me. 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.  Give  me  my  fervant  forth ; 

Go  tell  the  Duke  and’s  wife,  I’d  fpeak  with  them : 
Now,  prefently,  — bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  Til  beat  the  drum, 

’Till  it  cry,  deep  to  death'. 

Glo.  I would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  Exit. 

Lear.  Oh  me,  my  heart  I my  rifing  heart ! but  down. 
FooL  Cry  to  it,  n uncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the 
eels,  when  fliC  put  them  i’th’  pally  alive  ; (he  rapt  ’em 
o’th’  coxcombs  with  a dick,  and  cry’d,  down  wantons, 
down  ; ’twas  her  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his 
borfe  butter’d  his  hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo’der,  and  fern;  ants. 

Lear.  Good  morrov/  to  you  both. 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace  ! [Kent  is  fet  at  lihertj* 
Reg.  I am  glad  to  fee  your  Kighnefs, 
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Lear.  Re^rnn,  I think  you  are  ; I know  whatreafon 
I have  to  think  fo ; if  thou  wert  not  glad, 

I would,  divorce  me  from  thy  motliec  s tomb, 
Sepulchring  adultrefs.  O,  are  you  free  ? [To  Kent. 
Some  other^ time  for  that.  Beloved  Regan, 

Thy  filler’s  naught : oh  Regan,  Ihe  hath  tied 
Sliarp-tocth'cf  unkindnefs,  like  a vulture  here; 

[Pointing  to  his  heart. 

.1  'can-  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee  ; thou’lt  not  believe, 

With  how  deprav’d  a quality  — oh  Regan  I — 

Reg.  I pray  you.  Sir,  take  patience  ; I have  hope 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 

Than  Ihe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that  ? 

Reg.  I cannot  think  my  filer  in  the  leaf 
Would  fail  her  obligation.  If,  perchance, 

She  have  refrain’d  the  riots  of  your  followers ; 

’Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholfome  end. 

As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curfes  on  her ! 

Reg.  O Sir,  you  are  old. 

Nature  in  you  Hands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  coniine  ; you  Ihould  be  rul’d  and  led 
By  fome  diferetion,  that  difeerns  your  Hate 
Better  than  you  yourfelf : therefore,  I pray  you. 

That  to  our  filler  you  do  make  return ; 

Say,  you  have  wrong’d  her,  Sir. 

Lear.  Afk  her  forgivenefs  ? 

Do  you  but  mark,  how  this  becomes  the  ulc  ? 

Dear  daughter,  I confefs  that  I am  old  ; 

Age  is  unncceilary  : on  my  knees  I beg. 

That • you’ll  vouchfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more ; thefe  are  unfightly  tricks. : 
Return  you  to  my  filler. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan  : 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 

Look’d  blank  upon  me ; Hruck  me  with  her  tongue 
MoH  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 

Ail  the  llor’d  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  ! ftrike  her  young  bones,, 

You  taking  airs,  with  lamenefs ! ~ 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir,  fie  ! 
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Lear,  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  fiames 
Into  her  fcornful  eycb  1 infed  her  beauty, 

You  fen-fuck’d  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  fun 
To  fall,  and  blafl  her  pride. 

Reg.  O the  blefl  Gods  ! 

So  will  you  wilh  on  me,  when  the  ralh  mood  is  on. 

Lear,  No,  Rcga}2y  thou  (halt  never  have  my  curfr: 
Thy  tender- hefted  nature  fnall  not  give 
Thee  o’er  to  harlhnefs ; her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.  Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  train. 

To  bandy  haily  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes. 

And,  in  concluhon,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againd  my  coming  in.  Thou  better  know’ll 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 

Effiedls  of  courtefy,  dues  of  gratitude  : 

Thy  half  o’th’  kingdom  thou  hall  not  forgot. 

Wherein  I thee  endow’d. 

Reg,  Good  Sir,  to  th’  purpofe.  \Trumpei  wuithin,^ 
Lear,  Who  put  my  man  i’th  Hocks  } 

Enter  ^ienx)ard. 

Corn,  V7hat  trumpet’s  that  } 

Reg,  I know’t,  my  filler’s ; this  approves  her  letter,. 
That  fne  would  foon  be  here.  Is  your  lady  come  I 
Lear,  This  is  a Have,  whofe  eafie-borrow’d  pride 
Dwells  ill  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 

Out,  varlet,  from  my  fight. 

Corn,  What  means  your  Grace  I 

Enter  GonerilL 

Lear,  Who  Hockt  my  fervant  ? Regan,  I’ve  good  hope. 
Thou  didll  not  know  on’t  — Who  comes  here  ? 

O heavens ! 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 
Hallow  obedience,  if  yourfelves  are  old, 

Make  it  your  caufe  ; lend  down  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  alham’d  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

O Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon,  Why  not  by  tli’  hand.  Sir  ? how  have  I offended  ^ 
All’s  not  offence,  that  indiferetion  finds. 

And  dotage  terms  fo. 
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tear.  O fides,  you  are  too  tough  1 
Will  you  yet  hold  ? — how  came  my  man  i’th’  ftocks  ? 

Cor>i.  I det  him  there,  Sir.  But  his  own  diiorders 
Deferv’d  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ? did  you  ? ^ 

Jleg.  I pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  feem  lo. 

If,  ’till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 

You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  myfider, 
DifniilTing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ; 

I’m  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion 
Which  lliall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ? and  fifty  men  difmils’d  ? 

No,  rather  I abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  a comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl  ; 

To  wage  againll  the  enmity  p’th’  air, 

Neceffity’s  lharp  pinch — ^Return  with  her  ? 

Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dow’rlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,  I could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  ’Squire-like,  penfion  beg. 
To  keep  bafe  life  a- foot ; — Return  with  her  ? 
Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  a Have,  and  fumpter. 

To  this  detefled  groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice.  Sir. 

Lear.  I prithee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child,  farewel ; 

We’il  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another  ; 

But  yet,  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter, 
Or  rather  a difeafe  that’s  in  my  flefh. 

Which  I miifl  needs  call  mine  ; thou  art  a boil, 

A plague-fore,  or  imbofled  carbuncle. 

In  my  corrupted  blood ; but  I’ll  not  chide  thee. 

Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I do  not  call  it ; 

I do  not  bid  the  thunder- bearer  fhoot, 

Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jo^oe. 

Mend,  w^hen  thou  canfl  ; be  better,  at  thy  leifure. 

I can  be  patient,  I can  fray  wdth  Regan, 

I and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo  ; 

I look’d  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome  ; give  ear  to  my  fifler ; 

For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion,. 

Mull  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo  — 

But  Ihe  knows  what  flie  does. 
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Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg.  I dare  avouch  it,  Sir ; what,  fifty  followers  ? 

Is  it  not  well  ? what  fhould  you  need  of  more  ? 

Yea,  or  fo  many?  fince  botii  charge  and  danger 
Speak  ’gainft  fo  great  a number  : how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity  ? 'tis  hard,  almoft  impoinble. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  yoU;  my  Lord,  receive  attendance 
from  thofe  that  flie  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ? if  then  they  chance  to  flack 

ye, 

We  could  controul  them  ; if  you’ll  come  to  me, 

(For  now  I fpy  a danger)  I entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty  ; to  no  more 
Will  1 give  place  or  notice, 

Lear.  I give  you  all  — 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

I^ear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitancs  : 

But  kept  a refervation  to  be  follow’d 
With  fuch  a number  ; muil  1 come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty,  Regan^  faid  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak’t  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  witli  me, 
Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well- 
fa  vour’d, 

When  others  are  more  wicked  : not  being  word, 

Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife ; I’ll  go  wito  thee  j 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty ; 

And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord  ; 

What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five. 

To  follow  in  a houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  O,  rcafon  not  the  need  : our  bafefl  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorefl  thing  fuperfluous  ; 

Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 

Man’s  life  is  cheap  as  beads.  Thou  art  a lady; 

If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 

Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear’d, 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm  ; but  for  true  need,. 
You  hcav’ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I need  ! 

You  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a poor  old  man. 

As  full  of  grief  as  age ; wretched  in  both  ! 
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If  it  be  you,  thr.t  ftir  thefe  daughters  hearts 
Againll  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  ; touch  me  with  noble  anger  ; 

0 let  not  w’omen^s  weapon,  water-drops. 

Stain  my  man’s  cheeks.  No,  you  unnat’ral  hags, 

1 will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  fliall  — I wilfdo  fiich  things, 

What  they  are,  yet  I know  not ; but  they  fhall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  : you  think,  Fll  weep  : 

No,  ril  not  weep.  I have  full  caufe  of  weeping  : 

This  heart  lhall  break  into  a thoiifand  flaws. 

Or  ’ere  I weep.  — O fool,  I Ihall  go  mad. 

[E  xcuntluQZY,  Glohler,  Kent,  andYool, 
Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  ’twill  be  a florm. 

\_Siorrn  c.7td  temp  eft. 
Reg,  This  houfe  is  little  ; the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  w'ell  belicw’d. 

Gon.  ’Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  Iiimfelf  from  refl. 
And  mud  needs  tade  his  folly. 

Reg,  For  his  particular,  Til  receive  him  gladly ; 

But  not  one  follower. 

Gon,  So  am  I purpos’d. 

Where  is  my  Lord  ol  Glo'jtcrP 

Ejitcr  Glo’iier 

Corn,  Follow’d  the  old  man  forth  ; — he  is  return’d. 
Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage,  and  v/ill  I know  not 
whither. 

Corn.  ’Tis  bell  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 
Gon.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  flay.  , 
Glo.  Alack,  the^night  comes  on  ; and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  ruffle,  for  many  miles  about 
There’s  fcarce  a bufn. 

Reg.  O Sir,  to  wilful  men. 

The  injuries,  that  they  themfelves  procure, 

Mud  be  their  fchool-maders  : diut  up  your  door^  ; 

Ke  is  attended  with  a defp’rate  train ; 

And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus’d,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  ’tis  a wild  night. 
My  Regan  counfels  well  : come  outo’tli’dorm.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  J Heath. 

A Jiorm  is  heaiA,  nuith  thunder  and  lightning.  Enter 
Kent,  and  a Gentleman^  /ever ally, 

Kent,  THO’s  there,  befides  foul  weather  ? 

Y y Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  mofl 
unquietly. 

Kent,  I know  you,  where’s  the  King  ? 

Gent,  Contending  w th  the  fretful  elements ; 

Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea  ; 

Orfvvellthe  curled  waters  ’hove  the  main. 

That  things  might  change,  or  ceafe  : tears  his  white  hair, 
(Which  the  impetuous  blails  with  eyelefs  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of.) 

Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  t’  outicorn 
The  to-and-fro^confiiding  wdnd  and  rain. 

This  night,  wherein  the  cub*drawn  bear  would  couch, 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinch’d  wolf 
Keep  their  furr  dry  ; unbonneted  he  runs. 

And  bids  what  will,  take  all. 

Kent,  But  who  is  with  him? 

Gent,  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jefl 
His  heart-llru(  k injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  1 do  know  you. 

And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note. 

Commend  a dear  thing  to  you.  There’s  divilion 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  covered 
With  mutual  cunning)  t’vvixt  Alha?iy  and  Cornnvall : 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  whom  their  great  liars 
Thron’d  and  fet  high  ?)  fervants,  who  feem  no  lefs ; 
Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 
Intelligent  of  our  Hate.  What  hath  been  feen, 

Either  in  fnufFs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes  ; * 

Or  the  hard  rein,  wh  eh  both  of  them  have  borne 
Againft  the  old  kind  King  ; or  fomething  deeper, 
(Whereof,  perchance,  thefe  are  but  furnilhings  — ) 

But 
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But  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a power 
Into  this  fcatter’d  kingdom  ; who  already. 

Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  fea 
In  fome  of  our  beil  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  Ihow  their  open  banner — Now  to  you. 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  fo  far 
To  make  your  fpeed  to  Dover,  you  fhall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  juil:  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  forrow 
The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I am  a gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  fome  knowledge  and  afiiirance  of  you. 

Offer  this  office. 

Gent,  ril  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not : 

For  confirmation  that  I am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  thispurfe  and  take 
What  it  contains-.  If  you  fhall  fee 
(As,  fear  not,  but  you  fhall)  fhew  her  that  ring. 

And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  this  fd low  is. 

That  yet  you  do  not  know.  Fie  on  this  dorm  ! 

I will  go  feck  the  King. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  more  to  fay? 
Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  cifedt,  more  than  all  yet  1 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  King  (in  which  you  take 
That  way,  I this :)  he  that  hrll  lights  on  him, 

Hollow  the  other.  [Exeunt  federally. 

Storm  JUll.  Enter  Lear  ana  Fool. 

Lear.  Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheel^  jrage,  blow ! 
You  catarads,  and  hurricanoes,  fpout 
’Till  you  have  drencht  our  lleeples,  drown’d  the  cocks ! 
You  fulph’rous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt-couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 

Singe  my  wliire  head.  And  thou,  all  fnaking  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o’th’  world  ; 

Crack  nature’s  mould,  all  germins  fpill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man. 

Fool.  O n uncle,  court  holy- water  in  a dry  houfe  is 
better  than  the  rain-waters  out  o’door.  Good  nuncle, 
in,  and  afk  thy  daughters  bleffing  ; here’s  a night  that 
pities  neither  wife  men  nor  fools. 
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Lear,  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fp it  fire,  fpoutrain; 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  ; 

I tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs  ; 

1 never  gave  you  kingdom,  call’d  you  children  ; 

You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.  Then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure  ; — here  I Hand  your  flave  ; 

A poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpifed  old  man  1 
But  yeti  call  you  fervile  miniilers. 

That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join’d 
Your  high  eng-e:.:der’d  battles,  ’gainlt  a head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.  Oh  ! oh  ! ’tis  foul. 

Fool,  He  that  has  a houfe  to  put’s  head  in,  has  a good 
head-  piece ; 

The  cod-piece  th?,t  will  houfe,  before  the  head  has  any  : 

The  head  and  he  fnali  loufe  ; fo  beggars  marry  many. 

That  man  that  makes  his  toe^  what  he  his  heart  Ihould 
make. 

Shall  of  his  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fieep  to  v/ake. 

For  there  was  never  yet  fair  w6man,  but  ihe  made 
mouths  in  a glafs. 

o 

jTo  ihem^  e7iter  Kent, 

Lear,  No,  I will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience, 

I will  fay  nothing. 

Kent.  Who’s  there  ? 

Fool,  Marry  here's  grace,  and  a cod-piece,  that’s  a 
wife  man  and  a fool. 

Kent,  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ? things  that  love  night. 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  : the  wrathful  Ikies 
Gallow  the  v(^y  wand’rers  of  the  dark, 

And  make  them  keep  their  caves  ; fmee  I was  man,- 
Such  fheets  of  fire,  fuch  buriis  of  horrid  thunder. 

Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  1 never 
Remember  to  have  heard.  Man’s  nature  cannot  carry 
Th’  afflidlicn,  nor  the  force. 

Lear,  Let  the  great  gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o’er  our  heads, 

Find  out  their  enemies  now.  Tremble,  thou  wretch, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 

Unwhipt  of  juftice.  Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand  : 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimular  of  virtue, 

That  art  inceftuous : caitiff,  ftiake  to  pieces, 


That 


KING  LEAR.  49 

That  under  covert  and  convenient  Teeming, 

Hath  praais’d  on  man’s  life ! — Clofe  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  afk 
l^hefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace.  — lam  a man. 

More  fum’d  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent,  Alack,  bare-headed? 

Gracious  my  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a hovel ; 

Some  friendfhip  will  it  lend  yon  ’gainft  the  tempeft : 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof  ’tis  rais’d ; 

Which  even  but  now  demanding  after  you. 

Denied  me  to  come  in)  return  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear,  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 

Come  on,  my  boy.  How  doh,  my  boy  ? art  cold  ? 

I’m  cold  myfelf.  Where  is  the  ftravv,  my  fellow  ? 

The  art  of  our  neceffities  is  ftrange. 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.  Come,  your  hovel  ; 
Poor  fool  and  knave.  I’ve  one  part  in  my  heart. 

That’s  fbrry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  He  that  has  an  a little  tynie  ^it, 

IVith  heigh  ho^  the  nx>ind  and  the  ram  ; 

Muji  make  content  <with  his  fortunes  fit^ 
l"ho^  the  rain  it  raineth  e^very  day, 

Lear,  True,  my  good  boy  : come,  bring  us  to  this 
hovel.  ^ ^ {Exit, 

Fool,  ’Tis  a brave  night  to  cool  a courtezan. 

I’ll  fpeak  a prophecy,  or  ere  I go  ; 

When  prieils  are  more  in  words  than  matter. 

When  brewers  marr  their  malt  with  water ; 

When  nobles  are  their  taylors  tutors ; 

No  heretics  burn’d,  but  wenches  fuitors ; 

When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right. 

No  ’Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight ; 

When  flanders  do  not  live  in  tongues. 

And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  ufurers  tell  their  gold  i’th’  field, 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  : 

Then  fhall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  to  great  confufion : 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee’t, 

That  going  (hall  be  us’d  with  feet. 
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This  prophecy  Merlin  fhall  make,  for  I do  live  before 
his  time. 

SCENE,  An  apartment  in  Glo’ller’s  cajlle. 

Enter  Glo’ller  and  Edmund. 

Qlo,  Alack,  alack,  Edmund^  I like  not  this  unnatural 
dealing ; when  I defired  their  leave  that  I might  pity 
him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe ; 
charged  me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure,  neither  to 
ipeak  of  him,  entreat  for  him,  or  any  way  fuftain  him. 

Edm,  Moil  favage  and  unnatural ! 

Glo,  Go  to  ; fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a worfe  matter  than  that : I have 
received  a letter  this  night,  ’tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken  ; 
(I  have  locked  the  letter  in  my  clofet :)  thefe  injuries,  the 
IGng  now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home  ; there  is  part  of 
a power  already  footed  ; we  muh  incline  to  the  King  ; 
1 will  look  for  him,  and  privily  relieve  him  ; go  you,  and 
maintain  talk  with  the  Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of 
him  perceived  : if  he  afk  for  me,  I am  ill,  and  gone  to 
bed  ; if  I die  for  it,  as  no  lefs  is  threatened  me,  the  King 
my  old  mailer  mull  be  relieved.  There  are  llrange  things 
toward,  Ed?nund ; pray  you  be  careful.  [Exit, 

Edrn,  This  courtefie,  forbid  thee,  lhall  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 

This  feems  a fair  deferving,  and  mu:l  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes  ; no  lefs  than  all. 

The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit, 

SCENE  changes  to  a part  of  the  heath  njjtth  a ho^el, 
E?iter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Flere  is  the  place,  myLord,  good  my  Lord,  enter; 
The  tyranny  ohh’  open  night’s- too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  [Storm JHU, 

Lear,  Let  me  alone. 

Kent  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear,  Vv  ilt  break  my  heart 

Kent,  rd  rather  break  mine  own,  good  my  Lord,  enter, 

Lear,  Thou  think’it  ’tis  much,  that  this  contentious 
ftorm 
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invades  us  to  the  fkin  ; fo  ’tis  to  thee  ; 

B ut  where  the  greater  malady  is  lixt, 

The  lefier  is  fcarce  felt.  Thou’dft  ftiun  a bear. 

But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  fea, 

Thou’dft  meet th’  bear  i’th’ mouth;  when  the  mind’s  freer 
The  body’s  delicate  ; the  tempeft  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elfe. 

Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  ingratitude ! 

Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to’t  ? — But  I’ll  punifh  home ; 

No,  I will  weep  no  more.  — In  fuch  a night. 

To  fhut  me  out ! — pour  on,  I will  endure  : 

In  fuch  a night  as  this  ? O Regan,  Gonerill, 

Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all  — ^ 

O,  that  way  madnefs  lies ; let  me  fliun  that; 

No  more  of  that.  — 

Kent,  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear,  Pr’ythee,  go  in  thyfelf ; feek  thine  own  eafe  ; 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more  — but  I’ll  go  in, 

ln,  boy,  go  firft.  You  houfelefs  poverty  — 

Nay,  get  thee  in  ; I’ll  pray,  and  then  I’ll  fleep.  — 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe’er  you  are, 

I'hat  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm  ! 

How  fhall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides. 

Your  loop’d  and  window’d  raggednefs  defend  yoa 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ? — O,  I have  ta’en 
Too  little  care  of  this ! take  phyfic,  pomp  ; 

Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 

That  thou  may’ft  ftiake  the  fuperflux  to  them. 

And  fhew  the  heav’ns  more  juft. 

Edg,  within.  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 
poor  T 7m, 

Fool,  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,,  here’s  a fpirit ; help 

me,  help  me.  [L’he  fool  runs  out  from  the  ho^eh 

Kent,  Give  me  thy  hand,  who’s  there  I 

Fool.  A fpirit,  a fpirit ! he  fays,  his  name’s  poor  T im. 
Kent.  What  art  thou,  that  doll  grumble  there  i’th’ 
ftravv  ? come  forth. 
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Enter  Edgar,  difguifed  like  a madman, 

Edg,  Away ! the  foul  fiend  follows  me.  Through  the 
fliarp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  Humph,  go  to 
tiiy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear,  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ? and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg,  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  F whom  the 
foul  fend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame, 
through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o’er  bog  and  quagmire  ; 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his 
pew  ; fet  ratfbane  by  his  porridge,  made  him  proud  of 
heart,  to  ride  on  a bay  trotting  horfe,  over  four-inched 
bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fhadow  for  a traytor,  — blefs 
thy  live  wits  ; Tom's  a cold.  O do,  de,  do,  de,  do,  de— 
blefs  thee  from  whirlwinds,  ftar-blafiing,  and  taking ; 
do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes. 
There  could  I have  him  now,  and  there,  and  here  again, 
and  there.  [ ^torm JUIL 

What  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs? 
Couldfl  thou  fave  nothing  ? didfl  thou  give  ’em  all  ? 

Fool,  Nay,  he  rcferved  a blanket,  elfe  we  had  been 
all  fhamed. 

Lear,  Now  all  the  plagues,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o’er  mens  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 

Kent,  He  hath  no  daughters.  Sir. 

Lear,'Dt^xh.\  traytor,nothing  could  have  fubdu’d  nature 
To  fuch  a lov.nefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 

Is  it  the  fafliiou  that  difearded  fathers 
Should  have  this  little  mercy  on  their  fefh  ? 

Judicious  punilhment ! ’twas  this  flelh  begot 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  alow,  alow,  loo, 
loo ! 

Fool,  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools,  and 
mad.nen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o’th’  foul  fend  ; obey  thy  parents ; 
keep  thy  word  juftly ; fwear  not;  commit  not  with  man’s 
fv.'orn  fpoufe  ; fet  not  thy  fweetheart  on  proud  jirray. 
'Horn's  a cold. 

Lear.  What  hall  thou  been  f 
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Ecig.  A ferving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind ; that 
curl’d  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv’d  the  lull 
of  my  miflrefs’s  heart,  and  did  the  acl  of  darknefs  with 
her ; fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I fpake  words,  and  broke 
them  in  the  fweet  face  of  heaven.  One  that  flept  in  the 
contriving  lull , and  wak’d  to  do  it.  Wine  lov’d  I deep- 
ly ; dice  dearly  ; and  in  v/omen,  out  paramour’d  the 
7’urk.  Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand  ; hog 
in  doth,  fox  in  health,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  in  mad- 
nefs,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  fhoes,  not 
the  ruilling  of  filks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  woman. 
Keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets, 
thy  pen  from  lenders  books,  and  defy  the  foul  fend. 
Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind  ; fays 
fuum,  mun,  nonny,  dolphin  my  boy,  boy,  SeJJey  ; let 
him  trot  by.  \_Stor?a  JiilL 

Lear,  Thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to  anfwer 
with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  fkies.  Is 
man  no  more  than  this  ? confider  him  well.  Thou  owefl 
the  worm  no  fdk,  the  beall  no  hide,  the  fheep  no  wool, 
the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ! here’s  three  of  us  are  fophi- 
llicated.  Thou  art  the  thing  itfelf ; unaccomodated 
man  is  no  more  but  fuch  a poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lendings ; come,  unbutton  here. 

[Tearing  off'  his  cloaths. 
Fool,  Pr’ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented;  ’tis  a naughty 
night  to  fwim  in.  Now  a little  fre  in  a wild  held,  were 
like  an  old  lecher’s  heart,  a fmall  fpark,  and  all  the  rell 
on’s  body  cold  ; look,  here  comes  a walking  fire. 

Edg,  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet  ; he  begins  at 
curfew,  and  walk,  till  the  firil  cock  ; he  gives  the  web 
and  the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hair-lip ; 
mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature 
of  the  earth. 

St,  Withold  footed  thrice  the  Wold  ; 

He  met  the  night-mare  y and  her  nine -fold y 
Bid  her  alight  y and  her  troth  flighty 
And  aroynt  theey  <witchy  aroynt  thee* 

Kent,  How  fares  your  Grace  ? 

Enter  Glo’fter  n^ilth  a torch* 

Lear,  What’«  he  ? 
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Kent,  Who’s  there  ? what  is’t  you  feek  ? 

GIo,  What  are  you  there  ? your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  To?n,  that  eats  the  fvvimming  frog,  th« 
toad,  the  tod-pole  ; the  wall-newt,  and  the  water-newt ; 
that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages, 
eats  cow-dung  for  fallads ; fwallows  the  old  rat,  and 
the  ditch-dog  ; drinks  the  green  mantle  off  the  Handing 
pool  ; who  is  whipt  from  tything  to  tything,  and  Hock- 
puniih’d,  and  imprifoned  : who  hath  had  three  fuits  to 
his  back,  fix  fhirts  to  his  body  ; 

Horfe  to  and  ^eapofi  to  njjear ; 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and  fiich  /mail  deer 
Ha<ve  been  Tom’r  food  for  fe'-ven  long  year. 

Beware  my  follower.  Peace,  Smolkin,  peace,  thou  fiend! 

Glo,  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg,  The  Prince  of  darknefs  is  a gentleman,  Modo 
he’s  call’d,  and  Mahu, 

Glo,  Our  fielh  and  blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vilg> 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edge  Tom^s  a-cold. 

Glo,  Go  in  with  me ; my  duty  cannot  fuffef 
T’obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands : 

Though  their  injundlion  be  to  bar  my  doors. 

And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you  5 
Yet  have  I ventur’d  to  come  feek  you  out. 

And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear,  Firft,  let  me  talk  with  this  philofopher  ; ^ 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  Lord,  take  his  offer. 

Go  into  th’  houfe. 

Lear,  I’ll  talk  a word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban:- 
What  is  your  Hudy  ? 

Edg,  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin, 

Lear.  Let  us  afk  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent,  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  Lord, 

His  wits  begin  t’unfettle. 

Glo.  Canll:  thou  blame  him  } [Storm  fill. 

His  daughters  feek  his  de^th  ; ah,  that  good  Kent  ! 

He  faid,  it  would  be  thus ; poor  banHli’d  man  ! — 
Thou  fay  ft,  the  King  grows  ntad  ; I’ll  tell  thee,  friend> 
I’m  almoft  mad  myfelf ; I had  a fon. 

Now  out-law’d  from  my  blood,  he  fought  my  life. 
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But  lately,,  very  late  ; I lov’d  him,  friend, 

-No  father  his  fon  dearer  : true  to  tell  thee, 

The  grief  hath  craz’d  my  wits.  What  a night’s  this  ? 

I do  befeech  your  Grace. 

Lear,  O cry  you  mercy.  Sir ; 

Noble  philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg,  Tom'^s  a-cold. 

Gio,  In,  fellow,  into  th’  hovel  ; keep  thee  warm. 
Lear.  Come,  let’s  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  rriy  Lord. 

Lear.  With  him  ; 

I will  keep  kill  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  footh  him  ; let  him  take  th« 
fellow. 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent,  Sirrah,  come  on  ; along  with  us. 

Lear,  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glo,  No  words,  no  words,  hufh  1 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came. 

His  word  was  kill,  ke,  foh,  and  fum, 

I fmeii  the  blood  of  a Britifi  man.  {^Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Glo’ker’s  cajllc* 

Enter  Cornwall,  and  Edmund* 

Corn,  I will  have  revenge,  ere  I depart  his  hoiife. 
Edm.  How,  my  Lord  ? I may  be  cenfured,  that  na- 
ture thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  fomething  fears  me  to 
think  of. 

Corn,  I now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  ycur 
brother’s  evil  difpofition  made  him  feek  his  death  : hut 
a provoking  merit,  fet  a-work  by  a reprovable  badnefs 
in  himfelf. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I muk  re- 
pent to  be  juk  ? this  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of ; 
which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advan- 
tages of  France.  O heavens  1 that  this  treafon  were 
not ; or  not  I the  detedlor. 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  ycia 
have  mighty  buknefs  in  hand. 

C 4 Cor?tm 
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Corn,  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glof- 
ter  ; leek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be 
ready  for  our  apprehenfion. 

Ee/m.  If  I find  liim  comforting  the  King,  it  will 
Huff  his  fufpicion  more  fully.  — [JJsife.]  I will  perfe- 
vere  in  my  courfe  of  loyalty,  though  the  condid  be 
fore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I v/ill  lay  trail  upon  thee  ; and  thou  (halt  find 
a dearer  father  in  my  love,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  cha??iher  in  a far?n-houfe. 

Enter  Kent  and  Glo’iler. 

Qlo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air,  take  it  thank- 
fully : I will  peace  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition 
I can  ; I will  not  be  long  from  you.  [Exit, 

Kent.  Ail  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to  his 
impatience  : die  gods  reward  your  kindnefs  1 

Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg,  Frattereto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Nero  is  an 
angler  in  the  lake  of  darknefs  : pray  innocent,  and  be- 
ware the  foul  fxend. 

FcoL  Pr’ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  ^whether  a madman 
be  a gentleman,  or  a yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A King,  a King. 

Fool.  No,  he’s  a yeoman  that  has  a gentleman  to  his 
fon  : for  he’s  a mad  yeoman,  that  fees  his  fon  a gen- 
tleman before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon ’em  — 

Edg.  The  foul  fend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He’s  mad  that  trulls  in  the  tamenefs  of  a 
wolf,  the  health  of  a horfe,  the  love  of  a boy,  or  the 
oath  of  a whore. 

Lear.  It  lhall  be  done,  I will  araign  ’em  flrait. 

Come,  fit  thou  here,  mod  learned  julHcer  ; 

Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here  — now,  ye  Ihe-foxcs  1 — 

Edg.  Look  where  die  Hands  and  glares.  Wanted 
thou  eyes 
At  trial.  Madam  ? 

Come  o^er  the  hrocm,  Beffy,  to  me. 

Fool.  Her  boat  hath  a leak,  and Jhe  mujl  net  f^eak 

Why pe  dares  not  come  ouer  to  thee,  Edg, 
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E^g,  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a 
nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tom\  belly  for  two  white 
herrings.  Croak  not  black  angel,  I have  no  food  for 
thee. 

Kent.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? Hand  you  not  fo  amaz’d  ; 
Will  you  lie  down,  and  reft  upon  the  cufhions  ? ^ 

Lear.  I’ll  fee  their  trial  firft,  bring  me  in  the  evidence. 
Th(H»-Fobed  man  of  juftice,  take  thy  place ; 

And  thou  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity. 

Bench  by  his  fide.  You  are  o’th’  commiflion,  fit  you  too. 
£^/g.  Let  us  deal  juftly.  — 

Sleepeji,  or  nvakeji  thou,  jolly  Jhepherd  P 
Thy  Jheep  be  in  the  corn  ; 

And for  one  blajl  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 

Thy  Jheep  Jhall  take  no  harm, 

Purre,  the  cat,  is  grey. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  firft,  ’tis  GonerilL  I here  take 
my  oath  before  this  honourable  affembly,  fhe  kicked 
the  poor  King  her  father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  miftrefs,  is  your  name  Gonerill? 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool,  Cry  you  mercy,  I took  you  for  a joint-ftool. 
Lear.  And  here’s  another,  whofe  warpt  looks  pro- 
claim 

What  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of.  Stop  her  there  ! 
Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire  I — corruption  in  the  place  ! 
Falfe  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  fcape  ? 

Bdg.  Blefs  thy  five  wits. 

Kent,  O pity  ! Sir,  where  is  thy  patience  now  ? 

That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg,  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  muchr 
They  marr  my  counterfeiting.  \^AJtde, 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 

Tray,  Blanche,  and  Sweetheart ; fee,  they  bark  at  nxe  — - 
Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them ; avaunt,  you 
curs ! 

Be  thy  mouth  black  or  white. 

Tooth  that  eir-«,fons  if  it  bite; 

Maftift,  greyi.bund,  mungril,  grim,, 

Hound  or  fpaniel,  brache  or  hym ; 

Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 

Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail ; 

For 
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For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 

Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  lied.' 

Do,  de,  de,  de : SeJ/ey,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  falrSj- 
And  market  towns ; poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan  — fee  what 
breeds  about  her  heart  — Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature 
that  makes  thefe  hard  hearts  ^ You,  Sir,  I entertain  for 
one  of  my  hundred  ; only  I do  not  like  the  fafhion  of 
your  garments.  You  will  fay,  they  are  Ferjian  ; but 
let  them  be  changed. 

Re-enter  Glo’iler. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lie  here,  and  reft  awhile. 
Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the 
curtains ; 

So,  fo,  we’ll  go  to  fupper  i’th’  morning. 

Fool.  And  ril  go  to-bed  at  noon. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  friend  ; where  is  the  King,  my 
m after  ? 

Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not ; his  wits  are 
gone. 

Glo.  Good  friend,  I pr’ythee  take  him  in  thy  arms : 
I have  o’er- heard  a plot  of  death  upon  him  : 

There  is  a litter  ready,  lay  him  in’t. 

And  drive  tow’rd  Do^uer,  friend,  where  thou  fhalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protedlion.  Take  up  thy  mafter. 

]f  thou  Ihould’ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 

With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him. 

Stand  in  aftured  loft.  Take  up,  take  up. 

And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifton 
Give  t ee  quick  conduft. 

Kent.  Oppreft  nature  lleeps  : 

This  reft  might  yet  have  balm’d  thy  broken  fenfes> 
Which,  if  convenieiicy  will  not  allow. 

Stand  in  hard  cure.  Come,  help  to  bear  thy  mafter ; 
Thou  muft  not  ftay  behind.  \T 0 Fool. 

Glo.  Come,  come,  away. 

\Exeunt^  bearin'^  off  the 

Manet  Edgar. 

Eelg.  When  we  our  betters  fee,  bearing  our  woes. 

We  fcarcely  thuik  our  miferies  our  foes, 
r ^Yh© 
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Who  alone  fufFers,  fufFers  moil  i’th’  mliA 
Leaving  free  things,  and  happy  fhows  behind ; 

But  then  the  mind  much  fulF’rance  does  o^er-lkip. 

When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowfhip. 

How  light,  and  portable,  my  pain  feems  now. 

When  that,  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  King  bow^ 
He  childed,  as  I father’d  ! — Tom,  away  ; 

Mark  the  high  noifes,  and  thyfelf  bewray. 

When  falfe  opinion,  whofe  wrong  thought  defiles  thee,. 
In  thy  juft  proof  repeals,  and  reconciles  thee. 

What  will,  hap  more  to  night fafe  fcape  the  King ! 
Lurk,  lurk. — Edgar. 

SCENE  changes  to  Glo’fter’s  cajile» 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Edmund,  and 
vants. 

Corn.  Poft  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  hufband,  ftiew 
him  this  letter  ; the  army  of  France  is  landed  ; feek  out 
the  traitor  Glo  Jier. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon,  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Cor7t.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund,  keep 
you  our  filler  company ; the  revenges,  we  are  bound  ta 
take  upon  your  traitorous  father,  are  not  fit  for  your 
beholding.  Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going,  to 
a moft  fellinate  preparation ; we  are  bound  to  the  like. 
Our  pofts  fhall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us. 
Farewel,  dearfifter;  farewel,  my  Lord  of  Glo'*Jfer* 

Enter  Steivard, 

How  now,  where’s  the  King  ? 

Ste^.  My  Lord  of  Glo^Jier  hath  convey’d  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 

Hot  queftrifts  after  him  met  him  at  gate  ; 

Who  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependants. 

Are  gone  with  him  tow’rd  Do^ver  j where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-arm’d  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 

Gon.  Farewel,  fweet  Lord,  and  filler. 

^Exeunt.  Gon.  ^;;^Edm. 

Corn, 
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Corn,  Edmund^  farewel.  — Go  feek  the  traitor 
Glo'^fier; 

Pinion  him  like  a thief,  bring  him  before  us  : 

Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice ; yet  our  pow’r 
Shall  do  a court’fie  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

Enter  Glo’fter,  brought  in  by  fer*vants* 

Who’s  there  ? the  traitor  ? 

P<eg,  Tngrateful  fox  ! ’tis  he. 

Corn,  Bind  fall  his  corky  arms, 

GiO,  V/hat  mean  your  Graces  ? Good  my  friends^ 
confider. 

You  are  my  guefts : do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn,  Bind  him,  I fay.  [They  bind  him. 

Hard,  hard  : O filthy  traitor  ! 

Glo,  Unmerciful  Lady  as  you  are!  I’m  none. 

Corn,  To  this  chair  bind  him.  Villain,  thou  flialt 
find  — 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  ’tis  moll  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg,  So  white,  and  fuch  a traitor  ? 

Glo,  Naughty  Lady! 

Thefe  hairs,  which  thou  doll  ravifh  from  my  chin, 

'Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee  ; I’m  your  hofl ; 

With  robber’s  hands,  my  hofpitable  favours 
You  fhould  not  rufile  thus.  What  will  ye  do  ? 

Corn,  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France  ? 

Reg,  Be  fimple  anfvverer,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Corn,  And  what  confed’racy  have  you  with  the  traitor?. 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

R.eg,  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatic  King  r fpeak. 

Glo.  I hav  e a letter  gueffingly  fet  down, 

Which  came  from  one  that’s  of  a neutral  heart, 

And  not  from  one  oppos’d. 

Corn,  Cunning  — 

Reg,  And  falfe. 

Corn,  V'/here  hail  thou  fent  the  King? 

Glo,  To  Do%'er, 
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Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  P 
Wall  thou  not  charg’d,  at  peril  — 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  P let  him  firft  anfwer  that, 
Glo.  I am  ty’d  to  th’  flake,  and  I mufl  Hand  the  courfe. 
Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  P 
Glo.  Becaufe  I would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ; nor  thy  fierce  filler 
In  his  anointed  fielli  flick  boarifh  phangs. 

The  fea,  with  fuch  a florm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endur’d,  would  have  buoyed  up. 
And  quench’d  the  flelled  fires  ; 

Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  help’d  the  heav’ns  to  rain. 

If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl’d  that  feern  time. 

Thou  fhould’il  have  faid,  “ Good  porter  turn  the  key  ^ 
All  cruels  elfe  fubferib’d.”  But  I fhall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See’t  fhalt  thou  never.  Fellows,  hold  the  chair. 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine  I’ll  fet  my  foot. 

[Glo’fler  is  held  dovon,  vchlle  Cornwall  treads  out 
one  of  his  eyes.~\ 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live  ’till  he  grow  old. 
Give  me  fome  help.  — O cruel ! O you  gods  ! 

Reg.  One  hde  will  mock  another  ; th’other  too. 
Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance  — 

Ser.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord  ; 

I’ve  ferv’d  you  ever  fince  I was  a child ; 

But  better  fervice  have  I never  done  you. 

Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  ? 

Ser.  If  yon  did  wear  a beard  upon  your  chin. 

I’d  fliake  it  on  this  quarrel.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Corn.  My  villain  1 


Ser.  Nay  then,  come  on,andtake  the  chance  of  anger. 

[Fight ; in  the  fcujfle  Cornwall  is  voounded. 
Reg.  Give  me  thy  fword.  A peafant  Hand  up  thus  } 

[Kills  him. 

Ser.  Oh,  I am  flain  ! — My  Lord,  you  have  one 
eye  left 

To  fee  fome  mifehief  on  him.  Oh  — [Dies, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it  ; out,  vile  gelly  ; 
Where  is  thy  lullre  nov/  ? [Treads  out  the  other  eye. 

Gh.  All  dark  and  comfortlefs.  Y/here’s  my  (onEdmundP 

Edmuna, 
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Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  Iparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  aft. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain. 

Thou  calPft  on  him  that  hates  thee : it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us : 

Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O my  follies  ! 

Then  Edgar  was  abufed.  Kind  gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him  ! 

Reg,  Go  thrult  him  out 
At  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his  way  to  Do^er, 

Exit,  niiith  Glo^fter* 
How  is’t,  my  Lord } how  look  you  ? 

^ Corn,  I have  receiv’d  a hurt ; follow  me,  Lady  — 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain;  throw  this  flave 
Upon  the  dunghiJ. — 'Regan,  I bleed  apace. 

Untimely  comes  this  hurt.  Give  me  your  arm. 

Exit,  Corn,  ledhy  Reg, 

I ft  Ser^,  I’ll  never  care  what  wickednefs  I do. 

If  this  man  come  to  good. 

2d  Ser^,  If  fhe  live  long. 

And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  courfe  of  death, 

Women  will  all  turn  monfters. 

I ft  Ser^,  Let’s  follow  the  old  Earl,  and  get  the  bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would ; his  roguiih  madnefs 
Allows  itfelf  to  any  thing. 

7.di,Ser'v,  Go  thou  ; I’ll  fetch  fome  flax,  and  whiter 
of  eggs 

T’  apply  to’s  bleeding  face.  Nov/,  heaven  help  him  f 

Exeunt  fe^veraUj* 
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ACT  IV. 

S C E N Ey  An  open  country. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn’d, 

Than  kill  contemn’d  and  flatter’d.  To  be  nx^orjfy 
The  loweft,  molt  dejej^ted  thing  of  fortune. 

Stands  ftill  in  efperance  ; lives  not  in  fear. 

The  lanientable  change  is  from  the  heji ; 

The  ^-uoorft  returns  to  laughter.  Welcome  then. 

Thou  unfubflantial  air,  that  I embrace  ! 

The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter  Glo’fter,  led  by  an  old  man. 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ? World,  world,  O world  ! 

But  that  thy-ftrange  mutations  make  us  wait  thee. 

Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O my  good  Lord,  '!  have  been  your  tenant, 
And  your  father’s  tenant,  thefe  fourfeore  years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  thee  away  : good  friend,  be  gone ; 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 

Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glo.  I have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes; 

I ftumbled  when  I faw.  Full  oft  ’tis  feen. 

Our  meanfecures  us ; and  our  meer  defeats 
Prove  our  commodities.  — O dear  fan,  Edgar ^ 

The  food  of  thy  abufed  father’s  wrath  ; 

Might  I but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch. 

I’d  fay,  I had  eyes  again  ! 

Old  Man.  How  now  ? who’s  there  ? 

Edg.  O gods ! who  is’t  can  fay,  I’m  at  the  worft  ? 
I’m  worfe  than  e’er  I was. 

Old  Man.  ’Tis  poor  mad  Ti?/;/. 

Edg.  And  worfe  I may  be  yet ; the  worft  is  not, 

‘So  long  as  we  can  fay  this  is  the  worft. 
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Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  I 
Glo.  Is  it  a beggar-man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  He  that  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 
I’th’  laft  night’s  ftorm  I fuch  a fellow  faw ; 

Which  made  me  think  a man,  a worm.  My  Ton 
Came  then  into  my  mind  ; and  yet  my  mind 
Was  fcarce  then  friends  with  him.  I’ve  heard  more  lince# 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th’  gods  i 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  fhould  this  be  ? 

Bad  is  the  trade  mull  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 

Ang’ring  itfelf  and  others.  — Blefs  thee  mailer; 

Glo  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Get  thee  away : if,  for  my  fake, 

Thou  wilt  o’ertake  us  hence  a mile  or  twain 
I’th’  way  tow’rd  Dover,  do  it  for  antient  love ; 

And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  foul. 

Whom  I’ll  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  Sir,  he’s  mad. 

Glo.  ’Tis  the  time’s  plague,  when  madmen  lead  the 
blind: 

Do  as  I bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure ; 

Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I’ll  bi  ing  him  the  beft  ’parrel  that  I have. 
Come  on’t  what  will.  [Exit. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  T onds  a-cold  ; — I cannot  daub  it  further. 
Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I muft  ; 

Blefs  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo,  Know’ll  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path  ; 
poor  E'om  hath  been  fear’d  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefs 
thee,  good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend.  Five  fiends 
have  been  in  poor  T om  at  once ; of  lull  as  Ohidicut  ; 
Hobbididen,  Prince  of  dumbnefs  ; Mahu,  of  ftealing  ; 
Mohu,  of  murder  ; and  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and 
mowing  ; who  fincc  pofleiTes  chamber-maids  and  wait- 
ing women. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Here,  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heavens 
plagues, 

Have  humbled  to  all  Itrokes.  That  I am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier  : heavens  deal  fo  Hill  1 
Let  the  fuperfluous,  and  lull-dieted  man, 

That  flaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  lee 
Becaufe  he  does  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly  : 

So  diitribution  Ihould  undo  fuccefs. 

And  each  man  have  enough.  Doll  thou  know  Doner  P 
Edg.  Ay,  mailer. 

Glo,  There  is  a cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep  : 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 

And  ril  repair  the  mifery  thou  doll  bear. 

With  fomething  rich  about  me;  from  that  place 
I lhall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm. 

Poor  T im  lhall  lead  thee.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE,  the  Duke  of  Albany’s  palace. 

Enter  Gonerill,  and  Edmund. 

Gon,  Welcome,  my  Lord.  I marvel  our  mild  hufband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Stenjard* 

Now,  where’s  your  mailer  ? 

Stem.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  fo  chang’d; 
I told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  : 

He  fmil’d  at  it.  I told  him  you  were  coming. 

His  anfwer  was,  the  worfe.  Of  Glofer\  treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon. 

When  I inform’d  him,  then  he  call’d  me  fot ; 

And  told  me,  I had  turn’d  the  wrong  lide  out. 

What  moll  he  Ihou’d  dillike,  feems  pleafant  to  him  ; 
What  like,  offenfive. 

Gon.  Then  lhall  you  go  no  further. 

It  is  the  cowilh  terror  of  his  fpirit, 

That  dares  not  undertake : he’ll  not  feel  wrongs. 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer ; our  wifhes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effe^ls.  Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 
Hallen  his  mullers,  and  conduct  his  powers. 

I mull  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  didafF 
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Into  my  hufband’s  hands.  This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pals  between  us  : you  ere  long  lhall  hear. 

If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 

A millrefs’s  command’.  Wear  this ; fpare  fpeech  j 
Decline  your  head.  This  kifs,  if  it  durlt  fpeak. 

Would  ftretch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air : 

Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm,  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon,  My  moll  dear  Glo'Jier  ! Eat/V.  Edm* 

Oh,  the  llrange  differences  of  man  and  man  i 
T'o  thee  a woman’s  fervices  are  due. 

My  fool  ufurps  my  body. 

Stc^v,  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Ejiter  Albany. 

Gon,  I have  been  worth  the  whillle. 

Alb.  Ch,  Gonerill, 

You  are  not  worth  the  dull  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face.  — I fear  your  difpofition  ; 

That  nature  which  contemns  its  origin, 

Cannot  be  border’d  certain  in  itfelf ; 

She  that  lierfelf  will  lliver  and  dif-branch. 

From  her  material  fap,  perforce  mull  wither. 

And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gon.  No  more ; ’tis  foolilh. 

Alb.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile  ; 
Filths  favour  but  themfelves  — what  have  you  done  1 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform’d  ? 

A father,  and  a gracious  aged  man, 

Moll  barb’rous,  moH  degenerate,  have  you  madded. 
Cou’d  my  good  brother  fuffer  you  to  do  it, 

A man,  a Prince  by  him  fo  benefited  ? 

If  that  the  heav’ns  do  not  their  vilible  fpirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  offences, 

Flumanity  mull  perforce  prey  on  itfelf, 

Like  monllers  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver’d  man  ! 

That  bear’ll  a cheek  for  blows,  a head  for  wrongs  ; 
Who  hall  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difeerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering ; that  not  know’ll, 
P'ools  do  thefe  villains  pity,  who  are  punilh’d 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifehief.  Where’s  thy  drum  ? 

Frame 
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Fra?ice  fpreads  his  banners  in  our  noifelefs  land. 

With  plum’d  helm  the  flayer  begins  his  threats  ; 

Whillt  thou,  a moral  fool,  fit’ll  Hill,  and  cry’H, 

<<  Alack  1 why  does  he  fo  ?”  — 

Alb,  See  thyfelf,  devil ; 

Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend  , • 

So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Gori,  O vain  fool  ! 

Alb,  Thou  chang’d,  and  felf-converted  thing  ! For 
frame, 

Be-monfter  not  thy  feature.  Wer’t  m*y  fitnels 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  [boiling]  blood, 

They’re  apt  enough  to  diflocate  and  tear 

Thy  fieflr  and  bones.  — Howe’er  thou  art  a fiend, 

A woman’s  fliape  doth  frield  thee  — 

Gon,  Marry,  your  manhood  now  ! — 

Enter  Meffenger,^ 

Mef.  O my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwall ^ dead  ; 
Shain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glo^Jier. 

Alb,  GlojhAs  eyes ! 

Mef.  A fervant,  that  he  bred,  thrill’d  with  remorle, 
Oppos’d  againil  the  a6l ; bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mailer  ; who,  thereat  enrag’d. 

Flew  on  him,  and  ’mongH  them  fell’d  him  dead  ; 

But  not  without  that  armful  Itroke,  which  fince 
Hath  pluck’d  him  after. 

Alb,  This  flrews  you  are  above 
You  jullices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeeedily  can  venge.  But  O poor  Glo^Jler  ! 

Loll  he  is  other  eye  ? 

Mef,  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 

This  letter.  Madam,  craves  a fpeedy  anfwer  ? 

^Tis  from  your  lifer. 

Gon,  One  way,  I like  this  well ; 

But  being  widow,  and  my  Glofer  with  her. 

May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.  Another  way. 

The  news  is  not  fo  tart.  I’ll  read,  and  anfwer.  Ex, 
Alb,  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 
Mef  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 

Alb; 
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Jib.  He^s  not  here. 

Mef,  No,  my  good  Lord,  I met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  ’tvvas  he  inform’d  againfl 
him. 

And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  punifhment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glo^Jler,  I live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhew’dft  the  King, 

A.nd  to  revenge  thine  eyes.  Come  hither,  friend. 

Tell  me  what  more  thou  know’ll . [^Exeunt, 

SCENE,  Do^er, 

Enter  Kent,  and  a Gentleman. 

Kent.  The  King  of  France  fo  fuddenly  gone  back  1 
Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfe^l  in  the  flate, 

Which  fince  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of,  which 
Imports  the  kingdom  fo  much  fear  and  danger, 

That  his  return  was  moll  requir’d  and  necelTary. 

Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  ? 

Gent,  The  Marefchal  of  France,  Monfieur  le  Far. 
Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  de- 
monllration  of  grief? 

Gent.  I,  Sir,  Ihe  took ’em,  read  ’em  in  my  prefence ; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill’d  down 
Her  delicate  cheek  : it  feem’d,  fhe  was  a Queen 
Over  her  palTion,  which,  moft  rebel-like. 

Sought  to  be  King  o’er  her. 

Ke?2t.  O,  then  it  mov’d  her  — 

Gent.  But  not  to  rage.  Patience  and  forrow  11  rove 
Which  fhould  exprefs  her  goodlielt ; you  have  feen 
Sun-lhine  and  rain  at  once  : — her  fmiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a wetter  May.  Thofe  happiell  fmiles. 

That  play’d  on  her  ripe  lip,  feem’d  not  to  know 
What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes  ; which  parted  thence. 

As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt.  — In  brief. 

Sorrow  would  be  a rarity  moll  belov’d, 

If  all  could  fo  become  it. 
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Kent.  Made  (he  no  verbal  queftion  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  once,  or  twice  (he  heav’d  the  name  of 
Father 

Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  preft  her  heart. 

Cry’d,  fillers!  fillers!  — lliame  of  Ladies  ! fillers! 

Kejit  ! Father  1 fillers ! what  ? i’th’  horm  ? i’th*  night  ? 
Let  pity  ne’er  believe  it !' — there  Ihe  Ihook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heav’nly  eyes  ; 

And,  clamour’d  motion’d,  then  away  Ihe  darted 
To  deal  v\ith  grief  alone. 

Kent,  — It  is  the  dars. 

The  dars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions  : 

Elfe  one  felf-mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  ilfues.  Spoke  you  with  her  fince  ^ 

Ge7it.  No. 

Kent,  Was  this  before  the  King  return’d  ? 

Ge?it,  No,  fince. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir ; the  poor  dlilrelTed  Learns  in  town  ; 
Who,  fometimes,  in  his  better  tune  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about ; and  by  no  other  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A fov’reign  diame  fo  bows  him;  his  unkindnefs. 
That  dripther  from  his  benedidlion,  turn’d  her 
To  foreign  cafualti.es,  gave  her  dear  riglits 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters  ; thefe  things  ding  him 
So  venemoully,  that  burning  diame  detains  him 
From  his  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack  1 poor  gentleman  ! 

Kent.  Oi  Atbany^y  and  Corn'cvalls  pow’rs  you  heard 
not ! 

Gent,  ’Tis  fo,  they  are  a-foot. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir,  Til  bring  you  to  our  mader  Lear^ 

- And  leave  you  to  attend  him.  Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile: 

When  I am  known  aright,  you  lhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.  Pray,  along  with  me. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a camp. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Phyjician,  and  Soldiers. 

Cor.  Alack ! ’tis  he  ; why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  fea ; fmging  aloud  ; 
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Crown’d  with  rank  fumiterr,  and  furrow- weeds, 

Vviih  hardockf,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckow-fiowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuitainuig  corn.  Send  forth  a cent’ry  ; 

Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 

And  bring  him  to  our  eye.  What  can  man’s  wifdom 
In  the  refioring  his  bereaved  fenfe, 

He,  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Pbyf.  'Fhere  are  means,  Madam  : 

Our  fofter  nurfe  of  nature,  is  repofe  ; 

The  which  he  lacks ; that  to  provoke  in  him. 

Are  many  1 mples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  blell  fecrets. 

All  you  unpublilh’d  virtues  of  the  earth. 

Spring  with  my  tears ; be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  dilirefs  ; feek,  feek  for  him  ; 

Left  his  ungovern’d  rage  diffolve  the  life, 

That  v/ants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a Mejfenger, 

Me/.  News,  Madam : 

The  Britijh  pow’rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  ’Tis  known  before.  Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expedlation  of  them.  O dear  father. 

It  is  thy  bufinds  that  I go  about : therefore  great  France 
My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 

No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag’d  father’s  right ; 

Soon  may  I hear,  and  fee  him  1 [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Regan’j*  palace. 

Enter  Regan,  and  Steward. 

Rpg.  But  are  my  brother’s  powers  fet  forth  ? 

Sten^j.  Ay,  Madam.. 

Reg.  Kimfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 

Stenjo. . With  much  ado 
Your  fifter  is  the  better  foldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lady  at  home  ? 
Ste^zu.  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  fifter’s  letter  to  him  ? 
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Ste^v.  I know  not,  Lady, 

Reg,  Faith,  he  has  polled  hence  on  ferious  matter. 

It  was  great  ignorance.  Glower  s eyes  being  out. 

To  let  him  live  ; where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againll  us  ; Edmirnd,  I think,  is  gone. 

In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life  ; moreover  to  defcry 
The  llrength  o’th’  enemy. 

1 mull  needs  after  him,  Madam,  with  my  letter^ 
Reg,  Our  troops  fet  forth  to-morrow  \ flay  with  us. 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stenjo,  I may  not.  Madam  ; 

My  Lady  charg’d  my  duty  in  this  bufinefs. 

Reg,  Why  fhould  Ihe  v/rite  to  Edmund?  might  not  you 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  byword?  Belike, 

Something  — I know  not  what  — I’ll  love  thee  much  — 
Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

?)te%v.  Madam,  I had  rather  — 

Reg,  I know,  your  Lady  does  not  love  her  hufband : 
I’m  lure  of  that  ; and,  at  her  late  being  here. 

She  gave  llrong  chiliads,  and  mok  Ipeaking  looks 
To  noble  Edfnund,  I know  you’re  of  her  bofom. 

Ste^-w,  I,  Madam  ? 

Reg,  I fpeak  in  underkanding ; you  are ; I know’t ; 
Therefore,  I do  advife  you,  take  this  note. 

My  Lord  is  dead  ; Edmund  and  I have  talk’d. 

And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 

Than  for  your  Lady’s  ; you  may  gather  more  ; 

If  you  do  lind  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this ; 

And  when  your  mikrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 

I pray,  defire  her  to  call  her  v/ifdom  to  h?r.  So  farewel. 
If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Ste^jo,  Would  I could  meet  him,  Madam,  I Ihould  ihew 
What  party  I do  follow. 

Reg,  Fare  thee  well.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  country,  near  Dover. 

Enter  Glo’ker,  and  Edgar  as  a peafanf, 

Glo,  When  kiall  I come  to  the  top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 
pd^.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.  Look,  how  we  labour. 

Gk^ 
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Glo*  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 

EJg.  Horrible  lleep. 

Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 

GIc,  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  iinperfecl 
By  your  eyes  anguifh. 

G7o.  So  may  it  be  indeed. 

Methinks,  thy  voice  is  alter’d  ; and  thou  fpeak’ft 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didil. 

Edg,  You’re  much  deceiv’d ; In  nothing  am  I chang’d. 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Sure,  you’re  better  fpoken. 

Edg,  Come  on.  Sir,  here’s  the  place  — ftand  ilill. 
How  fearful 

And  dizzy  ’tis,  to  call  one’s  eyes  fo  low  ! 

The  crows  and  coughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air. 
Shew  fcarce  fo  gros  as  beetles.  Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire  ; dreadful  trade  ! 
Methinks,  he  fecms  no  bigger  than  his  head. 

The  fifliermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 

Appear  like  mice  ; and  yon  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminiih’d  to  her  cock  ; her  cock  a buoy 
Almoll  too  fmail  for  fight.  The  murmuring  furge. 
That  on  th’  unnumber’d  idle  pebbles  chafes. 

Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.  I’ll  look  no  more. 

Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo,  Set  me  where  you  Hand. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand  : you’re  now  within  a foot 
Of  th’  extreme  verge  ; for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  I not  leap  upright. 

do.  Let  go  my  hand  : 

Here  friend,  ’s  another  purfe,  in  it  a jewel 

Well  worth  a poor  man’s  taking.  Paries,  and  gods, 

Profper  it  with  thee ! Go  thou  further  off,' 

Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir.  \^Seems  to  g$t 
GJo,  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg,  Why  do  I trifle  thus  with  his  defpair  ? 

’Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo,  O you  mighty  gods  ! 

This  world  I do  renounce  ; and  in  your  lights 
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S’lake  patiently  my  great  afH16Uon  ofF ; 

If  1 could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills. 

My  IhufF  and  loathed  part  of  nature  flrould 
Burn,  itfelf  out.  It  Edgar  live,  O biefs  him  ! 

Now,  fellow,  fare  the  well.  [^He  leaps ^ and falls  along, 
Edg.  Good  Sir,  farewel. 

And  yet  1 know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 

The  treafury  of  life,  when  life  itfelf 

Yields  to  the  theft.  Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 

By  this,  had  thought  been  pad.  — Alive  or  dead  ? 

Hoa,  you,  hear  you,  friend ! Sir!  Sir!  fpeak  1 

Thus  might  he  pafs,  indeed  — yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Glo,  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had’d  thou  been  aught  but  Gofs’mer,  feathers, 
air, 

So  many  fathom  down  precepitating, 

Thou’dTt  diiver’d  like  an  egg : but  thou  dod  breathe. 
Had  heavy  fubdance,  bleed’d  not  ; fpeak,  art  found  ? 
Ten  mads  at  each  make  not  the  altitude. 

Which  thou  had  perpendicularly  fiili’n. 

Thy  life’s  a miracle.  Speak  yet  again. 

Qlo.  But  have  1 dilrn,  ( r no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  fumrmt  of  this  chalky  bourn  ! 
Look  up  a height,  the  Ihrill-gorg’d  lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  ; do.  but  look  up. 

G'o.  Alack,  1 have  no  eyes. 

Is  wretchednefs  depriv’d  that  benefit. 

To  end  itfelf  by  death  r ’twas  yet  fome  comfort, 

V/hen  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant’s  rage. 

And  frudrate  his  proudj^will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm. 

Up,  I'o  — how  is’t  ? feel  you  your  legs  ? you  dand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  w'ell. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  drangenefs. 

Upon  the  crown  o’th’  cliff,  what  thing  was  that. 

Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glo.  A poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I dood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ; he  had  a thoufand  nofes. 

Horns  welk’d,  and  wav’d  like  the  enridg’d  fea ; 
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It  was  fome  fiend.  Therefore,  thou  happy  father. 
Think,  that  tPie  clearell  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men’s  impoffibilities,  have  preferv’d  thee. 

GIo,  I do  remember  now  : henceforth  I’ll  bear 
Afflidlion,  ’till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf. 

Enough y enough y and  die.  That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 

I took  it  for  a vman  ; often  ’twould  fay, 

The  fiend,  the  fiend  •—  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

Enter  LeaVy  dreji  inadly  <ivith  Jio^ers* 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

The  fafer  fenfe  will  ne’er  accommodate 
His  mailer  thus. 

Lear,  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining.  I am 
the  King  himfelf. 

Edg*  O thou  lide  piercing  fight ! 

Lear,  Nature’s  above  art  in  that  refped.  There’s  your 
prefs-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a crow- 
keeper  : draw  me  a clothier’s  yard.  Look,  look,  a 
tnoufe ! Peace,  peace ; — this  piece  of  toalled  cheefe 
will  do’t — there’s  my  gauntlet.  I’ll  prove  it  on  a giant. 
Bring  up  the  brown  bills.  O,  well  flown  Barb ! i’th* 
clout,  i’th’  clout : hewgh.  — Give  the  word. 

Edg,  Sweet  marjorum.  ^ 

Lear,  Pafs. 

Glo,  I know  that  voice. 

Lear,  Ha!  Goner  ill!  hah!  Regan!  they  flatter’d  me 
like  a dog,  and  told  me  I had  white  hairs  in  my  beard, 
ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay,  ay,  and  no,  to 
every  thing  that  1 faid  — Ay,  and  no  too,  v/as  no  good 
divinity.  When  the  rain  come  to  wet  me  once,  and  the 
wind  to  make  me  chatter ; when  the  thunder  would  not 
peace  at  my  bidding;  there  I found  ’em,  there  I fmelt 
^em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o’  their  words ; they 
told  me,  I was  every  thing:  ’tis  a lie,  I am  not  ague- 

. The  trick  of  that  voice  I do  well  remember  : 

Is’t  the  King  ? ^ - 

Lear,  Ay,  every  Inch  a king. 

\yhen  I do  flare,  fee,  how  the  fubjc6l  quakes. 

I pardon,  that  man’s  life.  WTat  was  the  caufe  ? 

’ Adultery  ? 
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Adultery  ? thou  (halt  not  die  ; die  for  adultery  ? no,  the 
wren  goes  to’t,  and  the  fmall  gilded  fly  does  letcher  in 
my  fight.  Let  copulation  thrive  ; for  Glo^J}er*s  baftard- 
fon  was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters  got 
^tween  the  lawful  fheets.  To’t,  luxury,  pell-mell  ; for  I 
lack  foldiers.  Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whofe  face 
’tween  her  forks  prefages  fnow  : that  minces  virtue, 
and  does  fliake  the  head  to  hear  of  pleafure’s  name. 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  foiled  horfe  goes  to’t  with  a more 
riotous  appetite  : down  from  the  waift  they  are  cen- 
taurs, tho’  women  all  above  : but  to  the  girdle  do  the 
gods  inherit,  beneath  it  all  the  fiend.  There’s  hell, 
there’s  darknefs,  there’s  the  fulphurous  pit,  burning, 
fcalding,  flench,  confumption  : fle,  fie,  fie  ; pah,  pah  ; 
give  me  an  ounce  of  civit,  good  apothecary,  to 
fweeten  my  imagination  ! there’s  money  for  thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 

Lear,  Let  me  wipe  it  fxrit,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

G/o,  O ruin’d  piece  of  nature  ! this  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  naught.  Dofl  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear,  I remember  thine  eyes  well  enough ! dofl  thoa 
fquiny  at  me  ? no,  do  thy  worfl,  blind  Cupid ; I’ll  not 
love.  Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning 
of  it. 

Glo,  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I could  not  fee  one. 

Edg,  I would  not  take  this  from  report ; it  is, 

And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear,  Read. 

Glo,  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear,  Oh,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ? no  eyes  in 
your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purfe  ? your  eyes 
are  in  a heavy  cafe,  your  purfe  in  a light  \ yet  you 
fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo,  I fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad  ? a man  may  fee  how  this  world 
goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  : fee,  how 
yond  j uflice  rails  upon  yond  Ample  thief.  Hark  in  thine 
car ; change  places,  and  handy-dandy,  which  is  the 
juftice,  which  is  the  thief?  Thou  haft  feen^  farmer’s 
dog  bark  at  a beggar  ? 

Ch,  Ay,  Sir. 
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Lear»  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  ? there  thou 
might’ll:  behold  the  great  image  of  authority  ; a dog’s 
obey’d  in  office.  — 

Thou  rafcal-beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 

Why  doll  thou  lalh  that  whore  ? drip  thy  own  back  ; 
Thou  hotly  lull’d  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind, 

For  which  thou  whip’d  her.  Th’  ufurer  hangs  the 
cozener. 

Through  tatter’d  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear  ; 

Robes  and  furr’d  gowns  hide  all.  Plate  dns  with  gold. 
And  the  drong  lance  of  judice  hurtlefs  breaks ; 

Arm  it  in  rags,  a pigmy’s  draw  doth  pierce  it. 

None  does  offend,  none,  I fay,  none  ; I’ll  able  ’em ; 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow’r 
To  feal  th’  accufer’s  lips.  Get  thee  glafs  eyes, 

And,  like  a fcurvy  politician,  feem 
To  fee  the  things  thou  dod  not. 

Now,  now,  ROW,  now.  Pull  off  my  boots ; harder, 
harder,  fo. 

Edg,  O matter  and  impertinency  mixt, 

Reafon  in  madnefs. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  w’eep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes, 

I know  thee  well  enough,  tliy  name  is  Gld^fter  ; 

Thou  mud  be  patient;  we  came  crying  hither  ; 

Thou  know’ll,  the  hrd  time  that  we  fmell  the  air, 

V/e  wawle  and  cry.  I will  preach  to  thee  ; mark  — 
Glo.  Alack,  alack  ! the  day  ! 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry,  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  dage  of  fools.  — This  a good  block  ! — 

It  were  a delicate  dratagem  to  dice 
A troop  of  horfe  v.  ith  Tit  ; I'll  put  in  proof  ; 

And  when  I’ve  dol’n  upon  thefe  fons-in-lavv, 

Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a Gcntleina?:^  njoith  attendants. 

Ge?2t.  O,  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him ; Sir, 

Your  mod  dear  daughter  — 

Lear.  No  refeue  t what,  a prifoner } I am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.  Ufe  me  well. 

You  lhall  have  ranfom.  Let  me  have  furgeons, 

I am  cut  to  tip  brains. 
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Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ? all  myfelf? 

Why  this  would  make  a man,  a man  of  fait  J 
To  ufc  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots. 

And  lay  autumn’s  dull.  I will  die  bravely. 

Dike  a fmug  bride-groom.  What  ? I will  be  jovial : 
Come,  come,  I am  King.  My  mailers,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  tiiere’s  life  in’t.  Come,  an  you  get  it, 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running;  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  [Exit. 

Gent.  A fight  moil  pitiful  in  the  meaneil  wretch. 

Pail  fpeaking  of  in  a King.  Thou  hail  one  daughter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  gentle  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you  ; what’s  your  will 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught.  Sir,  of  a battle  toward  ? 

Gent  Moil  fure,  and  vulgar ; every  one  hears  that, 
Which  can  diilinguiih  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour, 

How  near’s  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot ; the  main  defcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought, 

Edg.  I thank  you.  Sir  ; that’s  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here, 
Her  army  is  mov’d  on.  \^Exit» 

Edg.  I thank  you,  Sir. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me ; 
Let  not  my  worfer  fpirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Glo.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A moil  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune’s  blows. 
Who  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows. 

Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.  Give  me  your  hand, 

I”ll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks  ; 

The  bounty  aud  the  benizon  of  heav’n 
To  boot,  and  boot  ! — 
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Enter  Sieivard, 

Ste^,  A proclaim’d  prize ! moft  happy  ! 

That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  hrd  fram’d  fiefh. 

To  raife  my  fortunes.  Old  unhappy  traitor, 

Briefly  thyfelf  remember ; the  fword  is  out. 

That  muft  deliroy  thee. 

GIo,  Let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  llrength  enough  to’t. 

Stenjo»  Wherefore  bold  peafant, 

I)ar’ll  thou  fupport  a publifii’d  traitor  ? hence. 

Led:  that  th’  infedion  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.  Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg,  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther  ’cafion^ 
SteiAj.  Let  go,  ilave,  or  thou  dy’d# 

Edg,  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor 
volk  pafs ; and  ’chud  ha’ been  zwagger’d  out  o’  my  life, 
^twould  not  ha’  been  20  long  as  ’tis  by  a vortnight. 
Nay,  come  not  near  th’  old  man  ; keep  out,  che  vor’ye, 
ice  try  whether  your  codard  or  my  bat  be  the  har- 
der ; chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stenv,  Out,  dunghil  ! 

Edg,  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir ; come,  no  matter 
vor  your  foyns.  [Edgar  knocks  him  do^n* 

Stenjj,  Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me  1 villain,  take  my  purfe ; 
If  ever  thou  will  thrive,  bury  my  body, 

And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  find’ft  about  me. 

To  Ed}nnndj  Earl  of  Gld^Jier  : feek  him  out 
Upon  the  Englijh  party.  Oh,  untimely  death  ! — 

Edg,  I know  thee  well,  a fervkeable  villain  ; 

As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  the  miftrefs. 

As  b^dnefs  would  defire. 

Glo,  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg,  Sit  you  down,  father  ; reft  you. 

Let’s  fee  thefe  pockets  ; the  letters  that  he  fpeaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends.  He’s  dead;  I’m  only  forry. 

He  had  no  other  death’s-man.  Let  us  fee  — 

By  your  leave,  gentle  wax  — and  manners  blame  us 
not ; 

To  know  our  enemies  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts ; 

Their  papers  are  more  lawful.. 
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Reads  the  letter. 

Let  our  reciprocal  <vonjcs  he  rememhered.  You  haoje  many 
opportunities  to  cut  hhn  off:  if  your  <will  ^ant  not,  time 
and  place  nv  ill  he  fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  dene  9 
if  he  return  the  conqueror.  Then  am  I the  prifoner,  a?id 
his  hed  my  goal ; from  the  loathed  nsjarmth  ^ojhcreof  deli~oer 
me,  and  fupply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Tour  (wife,  fo  I would  fay)  affedlionate 
ferojant,  Goiierill. 

Oh,  undilHnguifh’d  fpace  of  woman’s  will ! 

A plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband’s  life, 

And  the  exchange  my  brother.  Here,  i’th’  fands 
Thee  Pll  take  up,  the  poll  unfan6tihed 
Of  murth’rous  letchers ; and  in  the  mature  time. 

With  this  ungracious  paper  flrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-pra61is’dDuke  : for  him  ’tis  well. 

That  of  thy  death  and  bufinefs  I can  rell. 

GIo.  The  King  is  mad ; how  lliiF  is  my  vile  llbnfe,. 
That  I Hand  up,  anckhave  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows ; better  were  I dillradl. 

So  fhould  my  thoughts  be  fever’d  from  my  griefs ; 

\^Drum  afar  off. 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand  : 

Far  oif,  methinks,  I hear  the  beaten  drum. 

Come,  father.  I’ll  bellow  you  with  a friend,  \Exeunt. 

SCENE,  changes  to  a chamber. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Phyfician. 

Cor.  O,  thou  good  Kent,  how  111  all  I live  and  work 
T o match  thy  goodnefs  ? life  will  be  too  lliort. 

And  ev’ry  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledge.  Madam,  iso’erpaid  ; 

All  my  reports  go  with  the  modelt  truth, 

Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited  ; 

Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours  ^ 

I pr’ythee  put  them  off. 
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» Kent,  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 

Yet  to  be  known,  fhortens  my  made  intent ; 

My  boon  I make  it,  that  you  know  me  not. 

Till  time  and  I think  meet. 

Co?\  Then  be  it  To, 

My  Lord.  — How  does  the  King  ? \To  the  Phyjtcian^ 
Phvf.  Madam,  fleeps  ftill. 

Cor,  O ye  kind  gods! 

Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  nature  ; 

Th’  untun’d  and  jarring  fenfes,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child- chang’d  father. 

Phyf,  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 

That  we  may  wake  the  King  } he  hath  flept  long. 

Cor,  Be  govern’d  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I’th’  fway  of  your  own  will : is  he  array’d  } 

Enter  Lear  in  a chair ^ carried  by  fer^uants, 

Phyf,  Ay,  Madam,  in  the  heavinefs  of  deep, 

We  put  frefh  garments  on  him  ; 

Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  ; 

I doubt  not  of  temperance. 

Cor,  O my  dear  father  1 reftauration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips  ; and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fillers 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  1 
Kent,  Kind  and  deareft  Princefs  1 
Cor,  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.  Was  this  a face, 

.To  be  expos’d  againfl:  the  warring  winds  ? 

To  fland  againfl:  the  deep,  dread-bolted  thunder  ? 

In  the  moil  terrible  and  nimble  flroke 

Of  quick,  crofs  lightening  ? to  watch  poor  Perdue^ 

With  this  thin  helm  ? — My  very  enemy’s  dog, 

Though  he  had  bit  me,  fhou’d  have  flood  that  night 
Againfl  my  Are  : and  wall  thou  fain,  poor  father. 

To  hovel  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorn. 

In  fliort  and  mufty  flraw  ? alack,  alack  1 
’Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 

Had  not  concluded  all.  — He  wakes ; fpeak  to  him. 
Phyf,  Madam,  do  you,  ’tis  fittefl. 

Cor,  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ? how  farjs  your 
Majefly,? 
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Gon,  Combine  together  ’gainft  the  enemy  : 

For  thefe  domeftic  and  peculiar  broils 
Are  not  the  queftion  here. 

Etlm,  I fliall  attend  you  prefently  at  your  tent. 

Jib,  Let’s  then  determine  with  th’  antient  of  war 
On  our  proceeding. 

Reg,  Sifter,  you’ll  go  with  us  ? 

Gon,  No. 

Reg,  ’Tis  moft  convenient,  pray  you,  go  with  us. 
Gon,  Oh  ho,  I know  the  riddle,  I will  go. 

As  they  are  going  out,  enter  Edgar  difguife<L 
Edg,  If  e’er  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alb,  I’ll  overtake  you.  — fpeak. 

{^Exeunt  Edm.  Reg,  Gon.  and  attendants* 
Edg,  Before  you  fight  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 

If  you  have  vidl’ry,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it : wretched  though  I feem> 

I can  produce  a champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.  If  you  mifcarry. 

Your  bufinefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end. 

And  machination  ceafes.  Fortune  love  you  ! 

Alb,  Stay  till  I have  read  the  letter. 

Edg,  I was  forbid  it. 

When  time  fhall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 

And  I’ll  appear  again.  [Exit, 

Alb,  Why,  fare  thee  well ; I will  o’erlook  thy  paper. 

Re-enter  Edmund. 

Edm,  The  enemy’s  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers. 
Hard  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces. 

By  diligent  difcovery  ; but  your  hafte 
Is  now  urg’d  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time.  [Exif<» 

Edm,  To  both  thefe  ftfters  have  I fworn  my  love  ^ 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  flung 
Are  of  the  adder.  Which  of  them  fhall  I take  ? 

Both  ? one  } or  neither  ? neither  can  be. enjoy’d. 

If  both  remain  alive  : to  take  the  widow, 

Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  fifter  G oner  ill  \ 

And  hardly  fhall  I carry  out  my  fide. 
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Defire  him  to  go  in ; trouble  him  no  more. 

Till  further  fettling. 

Cor,  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk  ? 

Lear,  You  muft  bear  with  me  ; 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive ; 

1 am  old  and  foolilh. 

[^Exeunt  Lear,  Cor.  Phyf.  and  attendants^ 

Manet  Kent,  and  Gentleman, 

Cent,  Holds  it  true.  Sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Cornnvall 
was  fo  flain  ? 

Kent,  Moft  certain.  Sir. 

Cent,  Who  is  conductor  of  his*  people  ? 

Kent.  As  ’tis  faid,  the  baflard  fon  G Id* Jler, 

Gent,  They  fay,  Edgar.,  his  banifht  fon,  is  with  the 
Earl  of  Kent,  in  Germany, 

Kent,  Report  is  changeable  ; ’tis  time  to  look  about  ; 

the  powers  of  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 
Gent,  The  arbitrament  is  like  to  be  bloody  — fare 
you  well,  Sir.  {Exit,  Gent. 

Kent,  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly  wrought. 
Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  day’s  battle’s  fought. 

Exit,  Kent. 
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SCENE,  J Camp. 

Enter  Edmund,  Regan,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers. 

Edm.  I^NOW  of  the  Duke,  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold. 
Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis’d  by  aught. 

To  change  the  courfe  ? he’s  full  of  alteration. 

And  felf- reproving : bring  his  conllant  pleafure. 

Reg,  Our  filler’s  man  is  certainly  mifcarry’d. 

Ed?n,  ’Tis  to  be  doubted,  Madam, 

Reg,  Now,  fweet  Lord, 

You  know  the  goodnefs  I intend  upou  you  ; 

Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth,. 

Do  you  not  love  my  iider  ? 

Edm,  In  honour’d  love. 

Reg,  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother’s  way 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour.  Madam. 

Reg,  I never  lhall  endure  her ; dear  my  Lord, 

Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Ed?n,  Fear  not ; Ihe,  and  the  Duke  her  hulband-— 

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  and  Soldiers, 

Gon.  Vdi  rather  lofe  the  battle,  than  that  filler 
Should  loofen  him  and  me.  — AJlde<* 

Alb,  Our  very  loving  filler,  well  be  met : 

Sir,  this  I hear,  the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter,. 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  Hate 
Forc’d  to  cry  out.  Where  I could  not  be  honell, 

I never  yet  was  valiant  ; ’fore  this  buiinefs, 
it  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land, 

(Not  holds  the  King,  with  others,  whom,  I fear. 

Molt  jull  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe,)  — . 

Edm.  Sir,  you  fpeak  nobly, 

Reg,  Why  is  this  reafon’d  ?. 
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Lear,  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o’th* grave;. 
Thou  art  a foul  in  blifs,  but  I am  bound 
Upon  a whe^l  of  hre  ; that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear,  You  are  a fpirit,  Iknov/;  when  did  you  die; 
Cor.  Still,  hill  far  wide  — 

Phyf.  He’s  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  have  I been  ? where  am  I ? fair  day-light  I 
Pm  mightily  abus’d  ; I fhouldeven  die  with  pity. 

To  fee  another  thus.  I know  not  what  to  fay  ? 

I will  not  fwear  thefe  arc  my  hands ; let’s  fee, 

I feel  this  pin  prick  ; would,  I were  alTur’d 
Of  my  condition. 

Cor.  O look  upon  me,  Sir, 

And  hold  your  hand  in  benedidlion  o’er  me. 

No,  Sir,  you  muh  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  ; 

I am  a very  foolifli  fond  old  man, 

Fourfcore  and  upward  ; and  to  deal  plainly, 

I fear,  I am  not  perfedl  in  my  mind. 

Methinks,  I Ihould  know  you,  and  know  this  man  ; 
Yet  I am  doubtful ; for  I am  mainly  ignorant. 

What  place  this  is ; and  all  the  hull  I have. 

Remembers  not  thefe  garments ; nay,  I know  not 
V?here  I did  lodge  lah  night.  Do  not  laugh  at  me, 
For,  as  I am  a man,  I think,  this  Lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I arn  ; lam.  — 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ? yes,  faith  ; I pray  yov| 
weep  not. 

If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  T will  drink  it ; 

I know,  you  do  not  love  me  ; for  your  fiders 
Have,  as  I do  remember,  done  me  v/rong. 

You  have  forne  caufe,  they  have  nou 
Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear.  Am  I in  France  P 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Phyf.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam  ; the  great  rage, 
You  fee,  is  cur'd  in  him  ; — and,  yet,  ’twere  danger 
To  make  Li.u  even  o’er  the  time,  h’as  loll. 
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Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alh.  The  Ictt  alone  lies  not  in  your  good-will. 

Ed?n.  Nor  in  thine,  Lord. 

Alb,  Half  blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg,  Let  the  drum  llrike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 
Alb,  Stay  yet ; hear  reafon  : Edmund^  I arreil  thee 
On  capital  treafon  ; and,  in  thy  arreil. 

This  gilded  ferpent : for  your  claim,  fair  filler, 

I bar  it  in  the  interell  of  my  wife ; 

’Tis  Ihe  is  fub-contrafted  to  this  Lord, 

And  I,  her  hulband,  contradict  your  banns. 

If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me. 

My  Lady  is  befpoke. 

Gon.  An  enterlude  ! — 

Alb,  Thou  art  arm’d,  Glo^Jler ; let  the  trumpet  found  j 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  manifell,  and  many  treafons. 

There  is  my  pledge  : I’ll  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 

Ere  I talle  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I have  here  proclaim’d  thee. 

Reg,  Sick,  O fi ck  ! — 

Gen,  If  not,  I’il  ne’er  trull  poifon.  [AJide» 

Edm,  There’s  my  exchange  ; what  in  the  world  he  is. 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain- like,  he  lies ; 

Call  by  thy  trumpet  : he  that  dares  approach. 

On  him,  on  you,  (who  not?)  I will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb,  A herald,  ho  ! 

Enter  a herald. 

Trull  to  thy  fingle  virtue ; for  thy  foldiers. 

All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharp;e. 

c>  ^ 

Reg-  This  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

Alb,  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

Ex~  Reg.  led. 

Come  hither,  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found, 

And  read  cut  this,  \^A  trumpet  founds. 
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For  thee,  oppreiTed  King,  am  I caft  down  ; 

Myfelf  could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortune’s  frown. 

Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fillers  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no ; come,  let’s  away  to  prifon  ; 
We  two  alone  will  fing,  like  birds  i’th’  cage : 

When  thou  dolt  alk  me  blefiing.  I’ll  kneel  down. 

And  afk  of  thee  forgivenefs  ; fo  we’ll  live. 

And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  an4  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies ; and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news,  and  we’ll  talk  with  them  too. 
Who  lofes,  and  who  wins  ; who’s  in,  who’s  out ; 

And  take  upon’s  the  my  fiery  of  things. 

As  if  we  were  God’s  fpies.  And  we’ll  wear  out. 

In  a wall’d  prifon,  packs  and  feds  of  great  ones. 

That  ebb  and  flow  by  th’  moon. 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  fuch  facri flees,  my  Cordelia^ 

The  gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.  Have  I caught  thee? 
He  that  parts  us,  fliall  bring  a brand  from  heav’n. 
And  Are  us  hence,  like  foxes ; wipe  thine  eye. 

The  good  jers  fhall  devour  them,  flefh  and  fell. 

Ere  they  fhall  make  us  weep ; we’ll  fee  ’em  flarv’d  fiifl. 
Come.  [Ex.  Lear  a7id  Cordelia,  guarded.. 

Edm..  Come  hither,  Captain,  hark. 

Take  thou  this  note  ; go,  fellow  them  to  prifon. 

One  flep  I have  advanc’d  thee  ; if  thou  dofl 
As  this  inflruds  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes ; know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  ; to  be  tender  minded 
Do’s  not  become  a fword ; my  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  queflion  5 either  ^y,  thou’lt  do’t ; 

Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Capt.  T’ll  do’t,  my  Lord. 

Edni.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thouhl  done. 
Marie,  I fay,  inftantly ; and  carry  it  fo. 

As  I have  fet  it  down.  captain.. 

Elourijh.  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  andfoldiers. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  fhew’d  to-day  your  valiant  drain,. 
And  fortune  led  you  well ; you  have  the  captives. 

Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day’s  ftrife ; 

We  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  ufe  them. 
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As  we  fhall  find  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

Sir,  I thought  it  fit 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King 
To  fome  retention,  and  appointed  guard  ; 

Whofe  age  has  charms  in’t,  whofe  title  more,. 

To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  his  fide ; 

And  turn  our  impreft  launces  in  our  eyes. 

Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I fent  the  Queen  j 
My  reafon  all  the  fame  ; and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t’appear 
Where  you  fhall  hold  your  felTion.  At  this  time. 

We  fvveat  and  bleed  ; the  friend  hath  loll:  his  friend; 
And  the  bed  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curd 
By  thofe  that  feel  their  lharpnefs.  — 

The  quedion  of  Cordelia^  and  her  father. 

Requires  a fitter  place. 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I hold  you  but  a fubjed  of  this  war. 

Not  as  a brother. 

Reg^  That’s  as  we  lid  to  grace  him. 

Methinks,  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded. 

Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.  He  led  our  pow’rs  ; 

Bore  the  commifilon  of  my  place  and  perfon  ; 

The  which  immediacy  may  well  dand  up. 

And  call  itfelf  your  brother. 

Gon,  Not  fo  hot ; 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf. 

More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg,  In  my  right. 

By  me  inveded,  he  compeers  the  bed. 

Alb,  That  were  the  mod,  if  he  fhou’d  hulband  you. 
Reg,  Jeders  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon,  Holla,  holla! 

That  eye  that  told  you  fo,  look’d  but  a fquint. 

Reg,  Lady,  I am  not  well,  elfe  I Ihouid  anfwer 
From  a full-dowing  domach.  General, 

Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 

Difpofe  of  them,  of  me  ; the  walls  are  thine  ; 

Witnefs  the  world,  that  I create  thee  here 
My  Lord  and  Madcr. 
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Her  liufband  being  alive.  Now  then,  we’ll  ufe 
His  countenancje  for  the  battle  ; which  being  done. 

Let  her,  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off.  As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia^ 

The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 

Shall  never  fee  his  pardon  : for  my  ftate 

Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  Exit, 

SCENE,  another  open  field, 

Alarum  nxnihin.  Enter  nxjith  drum  and  colour Sy  Lear, 
Cordelia,  and  foldiers  o^ver  the  fiage^  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glo’ller. 

Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoh: ; pray,  that  the  right  may  thrive  ; 
If  ever  I return  to  you  again, 

I’ll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo,  Grace  be  with  you.  Sir.  [Exit,  Edgar. 

[AlariiMy  and  retreat  nvithin. 

Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg,  Away,  old  man  ; give  me  thy  hand,  away ; 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta’an. 

Give  me  thy  hand.  Come  on. 

Glo.  No  further.  Sir  ; a man  may  rot  even  here. 
Edg,  What  in  ill  thoughts  again  i men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  ev’ii  as  their  coming  hither  : 
Ripenefs  is  all ; come  on. 

Glo.  And  that’s  true  too.  *■  [Exeunt 

Enter  in  conquefi^  <with  drum  and  colours,  Edmund,  Lear, 
and  Cordelia,  as  prijoners  ; foldiers,  captain, 

Ed?n,  Some  officers  take  them  away  ; good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  pleafures  firft  be  known. 

That  are  to  cenfure  them 
Cor.  We’re  not  the  firft. 

Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurr’d  the  worft  ; 
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As  he’d  burft  heaven  ; threw  him  on  my  father; 

Told  the  moft  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 

That  ever  ear  receiv’d ; which  in  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puiffant,  and  the  firings  of  life 
Began  to  crack.  — Twice  then  the  trumpets  founded. 
And  there  I left  him  tranc’d.  — 

Alb,  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edg.  Kenty  Sir;  the  banifh’d  who  in  difguiie 
Follow’d  his  enemy  King,  and  did  him  fervice 
Improper  for  a have. 

Enter  a Gentle7na7u 

Gent,  Help,  help  ! 

Edg,  What  kind  of  help  1 
Alb,  Speak,  man. 

Edg,  What  means  this  bloody  knife  } 

Gent,  ’Tis  hot,  it  fmolces ; it  came  even  from  the  heart 
Of  — 01  file’s  dead*'  — 

Atby  Who’s  dead  \ fpeak,  man. 

Gent,  Your  Lady,  Sir,  your  Lady  ; and  her  filler 
By  her  is  poifon’d  ; fhe  confeffes  it. 

Edm,  I was  contracted  to  them  both  ; all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inflant. 

Edg,  Here  comes  Kent, 

Enter  Kent. 

Alb,  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead. 

[Gonerill  a^id  Regan’s  bodies  brought  out. 
This  judgment  of  the  heav’ns,  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.  — O ! is  this  he  I 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment, 

WTich  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  I am  come 

To  bid  my  King  and  Mafley  aye  good  night  ; 

Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb,  Great  thing  of  us  forgot ! 

Speak,  Edtnundy  where’s  the  King!  and  where’s 
See’fl  thou  this  objeCl,  Kent  ? 

Kent,  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Ed?n,  Yet  Edmund  was  belov’d  : 

The  one  the  other  poifon’d  for  niy  fake. 

And  after  flew  herfelf. 
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E(/m.  In  wifdom  I fhould  afk  thy  name ; 

But  fince  thy  outfide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike, 

And  that  thy  tongue  foine  ’fay  of  breeding  breathes  ; 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  Knighthood,  I difdain  and  fpurn ; 

Back  do  I tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head, 

\Vith  the  hell-hated  lie  o’erwhelm  thy  heart  ; 

Which,  (for  they  yec  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  bruife) 
This  fword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  way. 

Where  thou  dialt  relt  for  ever.  Trumpets,  fpeak. 

\_Alurum.  Fight. 

< Go/7,  O,  fave  him,  fave  him  ; this  ispradlice  Glo^Jier ; 
By  th’  law  of  war,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite ; thou  art  not  vanquifh’d, 

But  coufin’d  and  begiuPd. 

Alb,  Shut  your  mouth,  Dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  I’ll  ftop  it ; 

Thou  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil : 

No  tearing,  Lady,  I perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon,  Say,  if  I do  ; the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine ; 
Who  can  araign  me  for’t  ? 

Alb,  Mcnfter,  know’ll  thou  this  paper? 

Gon,  Aik  me  not,  what  I know  — [£xlt,  Gon. 
Alb,  Go  after  her,  fhe’s  delperate,  govern  her 
Edm,  What  you  have  charg’d  me  with,  that  I have, 
done. 

And  more,  much  more ; the  time  will  bring  it  out. 

’Tis  pall,  and  fo  am  I ; but  what  art  thou. 

That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ? If  thou  rt  noble, 

I do  forgive  thee. 

Edg,  Let’s  exchange  charity  : 

I am  no  lefs  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund ; 

If  more,  the  more  thou’ft  wrong’d  me. 

My  name  is  Edgar ^ and  thy  father’s  fon. 

The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inltruments  to  fcourge  us ; 

The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got. 

Coll  him  his  eyes. 

Ed?n.  Thou’ft  fpoken  right,  ’tis  true, 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ; I am  here. 
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Jlk  Methought  thy  very  gate  did  prophecy 
A royal  Noblenefs ; I muft  embrace  thee  : — 

Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father ! 

Eilg.  Worthy  Prince,  I know’t. 

Alb,  Where  have  you  hidyourfelf? 

How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg,  By  nurfing  them,  my  Lord.  Lift  a brief  tale. 
And  when  ’tis  told,  O,  that  my  poor  heart  would  burft ! 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape. 

That  follow’d  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnefs  ! 
ITat  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear, 

Rather  than  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  Ihift 
Into  a mad-man’s  rags  ; t’  alfume  a femblance. 

The  very  dogs  difdain’d  : and  in  this  habit 
Met  I my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 

Their  precious  gems  new-loft ; became  his  guide. 

Led  him,  begg’d  for  him,  fav’d  him  from  defpair  ; 
Never  (O  fault !)  reveal’d  myfelf  unto  him. 

Until  fome  hour  paft,  when  I was  arm’d. 

Not  fure,  tho’  hoping  of  this  good  fuccefs, 

I alk’d  his  blefling,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
, Told  him  my  pilgrimage.  But  his  flaw’d  heart. 

Alack,  too  weak  the  conflidl  to  fupport, 

H^wixt  two  extremes  of  paflion,  joy  and  grief, 

Burft  fmilingly. 

Baft,  This  Ipeech  of  yours  hath  mov’d  me. 

And  fliall,  perchance,  do  good ; hut  fpeak  you  on. 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb,  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in. 

For  I am  almoft  ready  to  diffolve. 

Hearing  of  thia. 

Edg,  — This  would  have  feem’d  a period. 

To  fuchaslove  not  forrow;  but  another. 

To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  much  more. 

And  top  extremity  ! 

Whilft  I was  big  in  clamour,  there  came  a man. 

Who  having  feen  me  in  my  worfer  ftate, 

Shunn’d  my  abhorr’d  fociety  ; but  now  finding 
Who  ’twas,  had  fo  endur’d,  with  his  ftrong  arms 
He  faften’d  on  my  neck  ; and  bellow’d  out. 
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Herald  reads. 

Jf  any  man  of  quail tyy  or  degree^  <vjithin  the  lijls  of  the 
army,  >voill  maintain  upon  Edmund,  fuppofed  Earl  of 
Glo’fler,  that  he  is  a inanifold  traitor,  let  him  appear 
hy  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet  : he  is  bold  in  his 
defence,  I trumpet. 

Her,  Again.  2 trumpet. 

Her,  Again.  3 trumpet, 

\f"rumpet  anfusers  njoithin. 

Enter  Edgar,  armed, 

Alh,  Afic  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears. 

Upon  this  call  o’th’  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 

Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg,  Know,  my  name  is  loll ; 

By  treafon’s  tooth  bare-gnawn,  and  canker-bit ; 

Yeti  am  noble,  as  the  adverfary 
I come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  adverfary  ? 

What’s  he  thatfpeaks  ^or  Edmund,  Earl  of  Qlofcr? 
Edm.  Himfelf ; what  fay’il  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fword, 

That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a noble  heart. 

Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice  ; here  is  mine  : • 

Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 

My  oath,  and  my  profeifiori.  1 proteft, 

Maugre  thy  firength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence. 
Spite  of  thy  vidlor-fword,  and  fire-new  fortune. 

Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a traitor  ; 

Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father  ; 
Confpirant  ’gainft  this  high  illuftrious  prince, 

And  from  th’  extremefl  upward  of  thy  head. 

To  the  defeent  and  duft  belov/  thy  foot, 

A mod:  toad-fpotted  traitor.  Say  thou,  no  ; 

This  fvvord,  this  arm,  and  my  befl  fpirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I fpeak, 

Thou  liefl. 
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Alh.  Even  fo;  cover  their  faces, 

Edm.  1 pant  for  life  ; fome  good  I mean  to  do, 
Dcfpite  of  mine  own  nature.  Quickly  fend, 

(Be  brief)  into  the  cailie  ; for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Cordelia ; 

Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb,  Run,  run,  Orun  — 

Edg,  To  whom,  my  Lord,  who  has  the  office? 

Send  thy  tokens  of  reprieve. 

Edm,  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword. 

Give  it  the  captain  — 

Edg,  Hake  thee  for  life.  [Exif,MeJp.nger* 

Edm,  He  hath  commiffion  from  thy  wife  and  me  . 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair. 

Alb,  The  gods  defend  her  I bear  him  hence  awhile. 

[Edmund  is  borne  off. 

E/iter  Lear,  ^Kiith  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl,  — O you  are  men  of 
ftone. 

Had  I your  tongues  and  eyes,  Pd  ufe  them  fo, 

That  heaven’s  vault  fliould  crack  ; (he’s  gone  forever  I 
I know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  ; 

She’s  dead  as  eartli ! lend  me  a looking  glafs, 

If  that  her  breath  will  mill  or  Icain  die  Hone, 

Why  then  Ihe  lives. 

Kent,  Is  this  the  promis’d  end? 

Lear,  This  feather  Hirs,  fhe  lives  ; if  it  be  fo. 

It  is  a chance  which  does  redeem  ail  forrows. 

That  ever  I have  felt. 

Kent,  O my  good  maker  ! \Kneeling, 

Lear.  Pr’ythee,  av/ay  — 

Edg*  ’ Pis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 

Lear.  A plague  upon  you,  murth’rous  traitors  all ! 

I might  have  fav’d  her ; now  Ihe’s  gone  for  ever  ! 

C or  deli  a,  Cordelia  ! kay  a little.  Ha  ! — 

What  is’t  thou  fay’k  ? her  voice  was  ever  foft, 

Gentle,  and  low  ; an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 

I kill’d  the  Have,  that  was  a-hanging  thee. 

Gent.  ’Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did, 

Lear,  Did  I not,  fellow  \ 
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I’ve  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchioft 
I would  have  made  them  fkip  : I am  old  now. 

And  thefe  fame  crofTes  fpoil  me.  Who  are  you  ? 

Mine  eyes  are  none  o’th’  beft.  — I’ll  tell  you  ftrait. 

Kent,  If  fortune  brag  of  two  ihe  lov’d  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear,  Are  you  not  Kent  P 

Kent,  The  fame  ; yo&r  fervant  Kent ; 

Where  is  your  fervant  Cains  ? 

Lear,  ’Twas  a good  fellow,  I can  tell  you  that, 

He’d  ilrike,  and  quickly  too  : — he’s  dead  and  rotten. 
Kenty  No,  my  goed  Lord,  I am  the  very  man.  — 
Lear,  I’ll  fee  that  ftrait. 

Kent,  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay 
Have  follow’d  your  fad  fteps.  — 

Lear,  You’re  welcome  hhher. 

Kent,  Nor  no  man  elfe  ; — all’s  chearlefs,  dark,  and 
dead; 

Your  eldeft  daughters  Have  fore- done  themfelves. 

And  defp’rately  are  dead. 

Lear,  Ay  fo  I think. 

He  knows  not  what  he  fays ; and  vain  is  it. 
That  we  prefent  us  to  him. 

Edg,  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a MeJJenger, 

Me/,  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord, 

Alb,  That’s  but  a trifxe. 

You  Lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent; 

What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come. 

Shall  be  apply ’d.  For  us  we  will  refiga. 

During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty, 

To  him  our  abfolute  power;  to  you,  your  rights. 

[YiEdgari 

With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.  All  friends  lhall  tafte 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  defervings ; O fee,  fee  — 

Lear,  And  my  poor  Fool  is  hang’d  ; no,  no,  no  life. 
Why  ftiould  a dog,  a horfe,  a rat  have  life. 

And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ? thou’lt  come  no  more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never— 

Pray 
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king  LEAR. 

Pray  you  undo  this  button.  Thank  you,  Sir; 

Do  you  fee  this  ? look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips, 

Look  there,  look  there — [He  dies. 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord  — 

Kent.  Break,  heart,  I pr'ythee  break  ! 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  Lord. 

Kent,  Vex  not  his  ghoft.  O let  him  pafs ! he  hates 
him  ; 

That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg,  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur’d  fo  long  ; 

He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

Alb,  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe  ; friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor’d  date  fultain. 

Kejit,  I have  a journey,  Sir,  Ihortly  to  go ; 

My  mailer  calls  me  ; I mull  not  fay,  no.  [Dies, 

Alb,  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  mud  obey. 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 

The  oldell  hath  borne  mod ; we,  that  are  ) oung. 

Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long. 

[Exeunt  a dead  march. 
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